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Prologue 


CHRIS stood in front of the window, watching as yet another 
one of his friends left their home. Tim turned back once to 
look up at him, waving his small hand, smiling widely before 
getting into the car with the couple who had just adopted 
him. By the time Chris started to wave back, the car was 
already halfway down the driveway, moving swiftly past the 
gates. Chris suddenly felt the urge to run and catch up with 


the vehicle. He needed to say goodbye to Tim, one more 
time, 


one last time. Because for all the promises of those who left, 
those who promised to come back and visit... they never did 
in the end. And if this was possibly the last time Chris would 
see him, he needed Tim to know the latter was the younger 
brother he never had. 

Chris ran out of the bedroom he had shared with Tim, 
skidding along the corridor, running down the wooden 
stairs, opening the door to continue running down the 
walkway to the main gates. The car was no longer in sight, 
but Chris kept on running and running. His lungs felt like 


they were going to burst, and his leg muscles ached like 
hell, 


but he kept on running and running, only stopping when he 
reached the gates. His sweaty palms grabbed the metal 
railings as he collapsed onto the ground. Chris felt wetness 
Slip down his cheeks, not realizing he was crying. How could 
he cry if his heart was numb? 

Chris didn"t know how long he sat on the hard ground. 

His tears had dried up and his body was cold from the 
blustery wind. Not until he felt a warm hand on his shoulder 
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did he notice that someone had been with him for awhile. 
He 


looked up to find Father Marcus squatting next to him, eyes 
filled with sympathy and understanding. 

“He will be back, Chris,” Father Marcus said quietly. 

“No he won't, Father.” Chris coughed, his voice a little 
hoarse. “And are priests supposed to lie?” 

“I"m not lying,” Father Marcus said, smiling his kind 


smile. “There is always hope that they will come back to 
visit 


” 


us. 


“They never come back, Father. Not Amy, Lucas, Dave, 
and now Tim.... No one comes back.” 

“Oh, Chris,” Father Marcus said sadly before enfolding 
Chris into his arms. “One day, someone will come for you.” 
“Don't bullshit me, Father,” Chris said. 

“And what did | say about using profanities?” Father 
Marcus arched his eyebrow. 

“Don't use them unless really necessary and not until 

I"m at least twelve,” Chris repeated drily. That was one thing 
he liked about Father Marcus. The man wasn'"t stuffy like 
any other priests he had known. Not that he knew many. 
“And are you twelve, Chris?” 

“I will be in a year,” Chris said stubbornly. 

“Then wait a year more. It won't kill you,” Father 

Marcus teased. 

“I will still be here a year from now, won't I, Father?” 

Chris said knowingly. 

“Oh, Chris—” 


“You don"t have to be sad for me.... | Know no one wants 


me. They always pick someone else to go home with. I"m 
not 


young like Amy or cute like Tim or smart like—” 
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“You are special, Chris. And one day someone will see 

that. Trust me,” Father Marcus said firmly. “One day you will 
have your own family.” 

Chris shrugged. He knew he would never leave the 
orphanage, not until he was able to take care of himself in 
the eyes of the law. There was something wrong with him 


that made people not want him. Maybe it was the sadness 
he 


had always felt, deep inside. 

Chris started to pretend from that very day. His small, 

shy smile became wider, appearing more frequently. He 
talked more and made new friends. He pretended to be 
happy, even when he didn't feel that way inside. It was only 
Father Marcus who knew Chris was pretending. He looked 
sad every time he watched Chris try so hard to be someone 


else. 


But acting happy still did not make Chris a choice 
candidate for adoption into a loving family. When another 
childless couple made their visit to the orphanage, they 
picked Suzie instead, with her golden curls and bright, 
cheery smile. 

“Just be yourself, Chris,” Father Marcus had said, 

patting him consolingly on the back. He walked away 
without hearing Chris's reply. 

“What if being myself isn"t good enough?” Chris half- 
whispered into thin air. 

JAROD walked toward the open coffin to pay his last 
respects. He was wearing his best suit, the one his mother 
had bought for him, the one that his mother loved because 
she said it brought out the beautiful color of his eyes. As he 
looked into the serene face that greeted him from inside the 
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coffin, he wondered whether his mother could still see him 
now, with her eyes closed like that. He felt a sob trying to 


escape from his chest and breathed in deeply before it did. 


His father had told him once that real men did not cry. 
“Your mother is dead, Jarod,” his father had told him, 

voice devoid of any emotion. 

“W-what?” Jarod had whimpered out, half in shock and 
denial. 

“Didn"t you hear me? She is dead. She lasted longer 

than | expected her to, anyway. She was too weak for this 
world. At least she gave me you before she died.” 

Jarod had stood still as the news of his mother's death 
swamped him with emotions. He looked at his father, who 
looked more annoyed than anything at his wife"s death. And 
suddenly he wanted to punch the half sneer off his father's 
face. But he didn"t. He was too smart for that. Instead he 
clenched his fists and asked, “How?” 

“Slit her wrists,” his father replied brutally, not caring 

that he was saying this to his young son. “Weak, | tell you. 
You have to be stronger than that to survive in this world.” 
Jarod didn"t know exactly why his parents married, and 
even if they did so out of love, the love had run out by the 


time Jarod came into the world. His mother had loved him 


with all her heart, tried to shelter him from the cruel world 
his father ruled. His father had hated that, hated her. And 
Jarod had always been between them. The two people he 
was supposed to love most in the world. Well, at least half of 
that was true. It stopped being true when he saw his father 
beat his mother bruised and blue for disobeying him. Jarod 


later found out that it was not the first time it had 
happened. 


It was certainly not the last, and all the abuse, physically, 
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verbally, and mentally, that his father had thrown at her had 
finally reached its limit, resulting in her death. 

Jarod was so angry with his father right then, but what 


dominated that emotion was the despair that the last 
person 


who loved him had died. Without realizing it, Jarod began to 
cry. His father yelled at him before striding toward him, 
Smacking him hard in the face, shaking him like a pliant 
doll. 


“Grown men don"t fucking cry, Jarod! You remember 


that! No fucking Greene man ever cried. And you better not 
start that shit. You understand me, son? You stop fucking 
crying right now! Or are you weak, boy? Are you weak, just 
like your fucking bitch of a mother?” His father's saliva 
landed on his face as he towered over Jarod. “You stop 
crying. You hear me, boy? Stop fucking crying!” 

Jarod"s tears had stopped right then. He looked his 

father in the eye and nodded. One day his father would pay 


for all the things he had done to Jarod"s mother. One day 
the 


man would pay for causing her death. Jarod kept quiet, 
biting his tongue on the harsh words that wanted to escape 
his mouth. Instead he willed back his tears and said, “May | 
go now, father?” 

Ten-year-old Jarod never cried again. He didn"t cry as 

he looked at his mother's stiff body lying on the creamy 
white satin sheets of the box that held her. He didn"t cry as 
he watched his mother's coffin being lowered into the 
ground, six feet under. He didn"t cry. Not that day. Or any 


day after that. 


After all, real men didn't cry. 
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Chapter 1 

JAROD held the sniveling man in a tight, punishing grip 
around his neck, against the brick wall. “Now, what did | tell 
you about betraying me, Carlos?” The man whimpered an 
answer. Jarod pulled him forward before slamming him hard 
into the wall again. “What did | fucking tell you, Carlos, or 
did you forget?” Jarod"s voice went a notch quieter. His men 
around him shifted uncomfortably. They knew that with 
Jarod, louder was better. Screaming would have meant you 
had a chance to live. But when Jarod'"s voice became quiet 
like that, something pretty bad was about to happen. Jarod 
was like a cobra about to strike, and his men were grateful 
they were not the target of those steel-grey, flinty eyes. 
Jarod smelled something acrid in the air and looked at 

the wet spot forming on the man's pants. “Fucking bitch. 
You better not get any of that pee on me. Or I"I] make sure 


you die a painful death.” The man started to shake harder, 


his eyes wide with fear. “You should have known not to fuck 
with me, Carlos. My turf, my rules. And you knew that. Now 
why would you want to screw with that, huh? Just for more 
money. Is that worth your life? Or any of the—” 

Jarod heard the back door to the club slam open and 

then shut as a man stumbled out into the open air. He 
paused, signaling to his men to bring the man forward. It 
would be just his rotten luck to have to deal with a potential 
witness for the FBI. Not that he couldn"t have settled it with 
bribery or death threats. But some wouldn't listen. And 
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Jarod preferred to keep his hands clean these days. Killing 
people was not on top of his to-do list as a mafia boss. 

His men dragged the man forward into the dim light, 

and Jarod was able to see his face. Besides being obviously 
drunk, or on his way to it, the man was just his type. 
Smaller than him, with an attractive body and an equally 
gorgeous face. Large, glazed, doe-brown eyes gazed at him 


curiously, accompanied by a lush, pink mouth that begged 


to be fucked. Jarod"s cock twitched in his pants. He sighed, 
knowing his business with Carlos was over. He had a new 
matter to attend to now. 

“Deal with Carlos,” Jarod directed his men, his eyes not 
leaving Chris. 

“What about him, boss?” Joe asked, his eyes on the 
inebriated man whose arm he held. 

“Leave him to me,” Jarod said, reaching out to catch the 
man as he started to fall, face first onto the ground, when 
his men released him. 

“We'll be taking Carlos then, boss,” Mike said, waiting 

for Jarod"s confirmation. 

Jarod waved his free hand and waited for his men to 
leave. But Mike was still there, probably smirking. “Leave, 
Mike. And you better not be smirking.” 

Mike snorted. “He"s just your type, ain"t he, boss.” It 
wasn't a question. Mike knew the man was exactly Jarod"s 
type. 

“Are you going to leave, or do you want to watch me 


fuck him through this wall? Because I"m fine with that.” 


Jarod made a move to unzip his pants, chuckling when he 
heard Mike"s footsteps fade away quickly into the distance. 
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“Y-you really gonna f-fuck me through the wall?” The 

voice came out slurred, but Jarod could see the man's eyes 
were not so glazed over now. 

“Do you want me to?” Jarod asked instead as he leaned 
forward to taste the lips that had tempted him on sight. He 


licked the lower lip for a few seconds, making the man 
moan 


and writhe against him. “I haven"t even kissed you yet,” 
Jarod pointed out, laughing. 

“Kiss me,” the man said, biting on his lower lip 

seductively. 

Jarod parted the lips, shiny with his saliva, pushing his 
tongue in, taking his time to explore the inside of the warm, 
wet cavity. The man tasted of beer with a slight hint of mint. 
There was no lingering taste of cigarettes, which was good 


because Jarod absolutely hated the smell and taste of men 


who smoked. But not enough not to fuck them if they were 
as cute as the one he held in his arms right now. 

The man moaned louder as Jarod ground his throbbing 

dick against the man"s hardening one. Jarod released the 
man's lips, only to suck on the patch of skin exposed above 
his collar. 

“Fuck me... please, fuck me,” the man pleaded as he 
bumped his hips forward. 

Jarod gritted his teeth, wondering what was it about 

this man that made him lose control so fast. He searched his 
pockets for the sachets of lube and condom foil packets he 
knew would be there. Jarod was never a Boy Scout, but he 
was always prepared. He couldn't help it if he had a high 
libido. 

“If you can stand by yourself, against the wall, then | 

will fuck you,” Jarod said. He had a high libido, but he didn"t 
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fuck men who were too drunk to appreciate how large his 


cock was. 


“I"m not that drunk, you Know,” the man said, releasing 


the arms that had latched on to Jarod"s neck before 
stepping 


back from him, a breath away. 

Jarod could see the outline of the man's hard penis 
stretching the pair of pants he was wearing. “Fuck, but you 
better want this.” 

“Oh, | want it,” the man said as he licked his lips before 
palming his own cock in a slow, circling motion. 

Jarod"s penis grew even bigger, making it uncomfortable 

to be constrained in the pants that suddenly felt too damn 
tight. Unzipping, Jarod took his hard, pulsing cock out of his 
pants and the black briefs he wore. He tore the foil wrapper 
open with his teeth before smoothing the condom down his 
cock. Tearing open one sachet of lube, he squeezed the slick 
liquid on his swollen length before spreading it around. 

The man reached for the sachet of lube in Jarod"s hand 
even as his own hand moved to unzip his pants. Jarod 
watched as the man's exposed cock bobbed in the air. The 


man"s pants and briefs were now around his knees as he 


inserted his lubed fingers into his hole. Jarod"s throat went 
dry at the sight of the man arching his neck in pleasure as 
his penis continued to grow harder, straining toward his 
stomach. 

“Fuck.” Jarod pushed the man's pants all the way down 


to his ankles. “Lift your legs up a bit, baby, come on, need 
to 


get these pants off,” Jarod coaxed. He lifted the man's legs, 
wrapping them around his waist before cupping the man's 
taut ass. “Can't wait... hurry,” Jarod groaned. The man just 
stared at him, inserting another finger, stretching himself 
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out. When the man nodded slightly, Jarod pushed his thick 
Shaft into the tight, warm hole. 

The man smacked him hard in the chest. “Slow down,” 

he gritted out. 

“Sorry,” Jarod managed to mutter. He moved another 

inch into the channel and was rewarded by a needy moan 


from the man. Jarod moved in deeper again, letting his cock 


slide over the bundle of nerves. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” the man cursed as Jarod thrust into 

him, again and again, faster and faster. His hands were now 
clawing at Jarod"s back and would have left marks if not for 
the jacket Jarod was wearing. 

The man made a keening sound, his hole clenching 

around Jarod"s rigid shaft as he came, spilling his seed in 
hot, thick spurts. Jarod"s balls tightened before he pumped 
out his release into the man, grunting loudly. 

Jarod became aware of his surroundings and what he 

had done with a virtual stranger a few moments after. He 
hadn't lost control of his libido like that since he was a 


teenager. The man's sweaty forehead was resting on 
Jarod"s 


shoulder, his legs now wrapped around Jarod'"s hips. His 
hands hung loosely around Jarod"s neck. With the heavy 
weight of the pliant man in his arms, Jarod wondered how 


he could still stand, especially after an orgasm that made 
his 


knees weak. He shifted, letting his limp penis slide out of 
the 


man, who whimpered softly when it did. The man lifted his 
head, his face flushed from spent arousal, lips swollen red, 
and Jarod felt the urge to fuck him into the wall again. Jarod 


removed the man's legs from his waist before he was 
tempted 


to do so, allowing the man to adjust his bearings before 
taking his arms away from the man's waist. 
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“You—” Jarod coughed, clearing his rough voice. 
“Okay?” 

The man nodded feebly in response. Before Jarod could 
ask for the man"s name, he could hear one of his men 
clearing his throat a few feet away. It was probably Mike, 
indicating to him his men had waited long enough. Only 
Mike had the boldness to do that. Then again, Mike had 
known him from childhood, before he became the Godfather 
of Los Angeles. Or so Mike had named him. 

Jarod took the man's flaccid shaft, still sticky from his 


release, and placed it inside his briefs. He glanced at the 


silent man who continued to stare at him, still naked from 
the waist down. The sight was too tempting. Jarod inwardly 
groaned when his cock twitched. Bending on one knee, he 
pulled up the man's briefs together with his pants, zipping it 
close in one quick movement. 

“Boss, we have to leave!” Mike shouted. 

“I will be right there!” Jarod growled back. “Fuck,” Jarod 
muttered under his breath. He unrolled the condom, almost 
one-third full, tying it quickly before stuffing it into his 
pocket. The man arched an eyebrow at him. 

“I will get rid of it later, or would you rather keep it?” 


Jarod asked defensively as he zipped up his pants, 
grimacing 


when he saw the cum stains on his shirt. 

“You have to leave,” the man said instead. 

“Yes. But | will see you again,” Jarod promised. 
“Oh, definitely.” The man smirked knowingly. “Most 
definitely.” 
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Chapter 2 

JAROD reached out for the glass of iced green tea as the last 
of his men left the room. The slightly bitter taste of the tea 
exploded on his tongue, leaving him feeling refreshed. It 
worked better for him than Scotch, which his men assumed 
was his favorite drink. He allowed them to think their boss 
was a man on the verge of a kidney collapse instead of 
practicing a healthy habit. To his men, it was more “manly” 
for a mafia boss to behave a certain way. So he didn't 
enlighten his men to the benefits of drinking green tea, 
something he had learned long ago from a Shibuya yakuza 
leader. 

“Were you even there today?” 

Jarod sighed. “What is it, Mike? It has been a long day.” 
Mike looked at him intently. “You were not all there 

today.” 

“Sometimes | don"t know whether | should worry that 

you know me too well.” 

“What's bothering you, Jarod?” Mike asked, concerned. 


Jarod kept silent. 


“You have been distracted since the deal with Carlos. | 
thought the issue had been settled. The sale of—” Mike"s 
eyes widened as comprehension filled his eyes. “It"s not 
Carlos, /s it? It"s that man.” 

“You know me, Mike. | don"t let my dick control my 

mind, no matter how... substantial it is,” Jarod said, only 
half in jest. 
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Mike snorted on a chuckle before saying seriously, “| 
know, Jarod, but we can"t have you distracted over a boy 
right now. Not with the stupid idiots everywhere trying to 
take over your place.” 

“Didn"t you hear me, earlier?” Jarod laced his tone with 
sternness. Mike might be an old friend, but he was still 
Jarod"s subordinate. 

“| heard you, boss,” Mike replied. “But this is my advice 
to you as a friend: get him out of your system.” 

Jarod thought for a few moments before making his 


decision. “Did you find me data on the man?” It was 


expedient to put a name to the anonymous fuck who had 
been, and still was, on the forefront of his thoughts. No 
matter how drunk the man seemed to be that day, he was a 
loose end Jarod had to tie up. And if along the way he found 
the guy suitable, well, no one could judge him for getting a 
new boy toy. 

“We're still compiling the info,” Mike replied before 

asking, “You"re thinking of replacing Brian, aren"t you? For 
fuck"s sake Jar—” 

“Brian is my issue, not yours.” 

“You can"t just fuck the man and keep Brian?” Mike 

asked. 

“Since when do you question me?” 

“| question you all the time, boss. Brian has been with 

you the longest.” 

“And lately he has been asking for more.” 

“He is Moretti"s nephew, Jarod. There might be 
repercussions. Didn"t | warn you when you wanted the guy? 
And you promised me that it"d be all right.” 


“I did. And we are stronger now, more than before.” 
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“Fine, | will get you your data. But be careful, Jarod, in 
dealing with Brian.” 

“Since when have | not?” 

“Since when do you have sex in back alleys of clubs, 

even if the clubs are exclusive?” 

“Get me deets on the man, Mike,” Jarod said, his voice 
indicating the conversation was over. 

Mike nodded before leaving Jarod to his thoughts. 

IT TOOK Mike only three days to finish compiling the folder 
on the man Jarod had fucked in the back alley. Jarod looked 
up at Mike, who had placed the folder in front of him, on top 
of the documents he was perusing. Jarod arched an eyebrow 
in question at his friend. 

“You wanted info on the man. That's it. All of it, right 
there.” 

“He clean?” 

Mike sighed. “Look at it, man. I"m not gonna say 


anything else. Just... weigh your decision carefully on this 


one, yeah.” 

“That bad, huh?” Jarod asked in wry amusement. 

“He's FBI, Jarod.” 

“What?” Whatever Jarod had expected, he didn"t expect 
that. 

“Well, technically he"s just one of the lower drudges... an 
IT intern.... You still gotta be careful, though.” 

Now, that piece of information just majorly screwed up 

the plans Jarod had for the man. Jarod knew the FBI had 
been investigating his clan for years now, wanting to put his 
father, and now him, behind bars. It crossed his mind that 
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the man might have been sent to bring about his downfall. 
After all, Jarod made it no secret, his weakness for pretty 
men. But when he recalled the man"s unashamed, aroused 
face with doe eyes that seemed to conceal nothing, he 
pushed the fleeting thought away from his mind. 

“I"m taking a break tonight.” 


Mike nodded. “Do you need the usual boys with you?” 


“Just two will do, Mike. I"m going to Pulse tonight.” 
“I will inform Jeff,” Mike said. Jeff Chang was the 


manager of Pulse. And Pulse was one of the many 
nightclubs 


Jarod owned. Jarod"s safety was more secure in one of his 
clubs than anywhere else. “You not looking at the file?” 
Jarod looked at the file he was holding in his hand. He 


looked at the pictures of the brown-haired man he could 
now 


put a name to. Chris Wilkinson. Closing the file firmly, he 
said, “I will get back to him later.” 

PULSE was targeted for the younger gay crowd. You had to 
be within a certain age range to be in Pulse. Pulse was a 
place for the young professionals who wanted to cut loose 
from their daytime jobs to have fun. You also had to be 
damn attractive. The bouncers who stood at the entrance to 
Pulse made sure of that. It was not that Jarod was 
discriminating against age or those who were less attractive 
than others. But each of his clubs targeted a certain age 
group, a certain kink, a certain type of people. The only rule 


that applied to all his clubs was the specification of exclu- 


Sivity. 

Jarod was a shrewd businessman. He knew what people 
thought they wanted, and he often gave them that fantasy, 
and in return, he got their money. And people, more often 
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than not, were willing to spend more money in places where 
they thought they were special. When entry into clubs was 
limited to only certain people, many others would try to get 
in, which meant more money for the clubs. But another rule 
Jarod had learned, almost from the very beginning, was not 


to be greedy. So the number of new people allowed into 
Pulse 


was still a limited one. In fact, they had a quota every day. 
Mike had laughed and called Jarod on his exclusivity rule, 
once. He had remarked that Jarod could have made more 
money if more people were allowed in. Jarod had simply 
replied, “If more people were allowed in, it would be just like 
any other club in town. And the profits would only roll in for 


a short period.” He showed Mike the ledgers for one of the 


clubs he had operated for close to ten years, and Mike never 
raised a question again on the way Jarod operated his 
businesses. 

The bouncer at the entrance, Sam, nodded his head and 
opened the door, almost deferentially, when he saw Jarod 
approach. 

“Good night tonight, Sam?” Jarod asked. And that was 
another thing he had learned. To gain respect from the men 
who worked for you, and then in turn gain their loyalty, you 
have to first learn their names. His father had learned that 
the hard way. Jarod didn"t make the same mistake. 

“Really good, boss. A lot of people trying to get in today.” 
Sam gestured toward the long line behind Jarod. 

“Good. Thank you for the hard work, Sam.” 

Jarod could see the beginnings of a blush under Sam"s 
weathered face before he got himself under control. Sam 
coughed before saying, “Um, yeah, have a good time today, 
boss.” 

“Į will.” 
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JAROD stood by the floor-to-ceiling, one-way window in the 
room exclusively for his use. He watched the mass of 
writhing, sweaty bodies on the dance floor and looked at the 
array of men laid out before him. Some of the men had even 
looked up to where he was standing. He had no doubt that 
none of them could see him standing there, but word must 
have gotten around that he was present that day. 

Jarod was aware of his reputation. Most knew him as 


the boss who owned the club. A few might even know him 
as 


the underground boss who ruled over California. Either one 
of those facts alone made him very attractive. Power and 
wealth were an aphrodisiac for some men. The fact that 
Jarod was a combination of his mother"s good looks and 


father's intellect made him even more dangerously 
attractive. 


He knew some considered it to be a privilege to be fucked 
by 


him, and others wished to be one of the men he “owned.” 
Too 


bad Jarod only had one “mistress” at a time, even if he did 
fuck others, once in awhile. 

“Anyone that interests you, boss?” Jeff asked. 

Jarod randomly pointed to a cute, brown-haired twink 

who was rolling his hips against another man. Jeff nodded 


before taking his leave. Jarod continued to watch the man 
he 


had chosen. One of Jeff"s men was talking to him now. The 
brown-haired man looked up, almost directly at him, and 
Jarod knew he would say yes. The man had a choice to 
refuse him, should he wish, but the bed partners Jarod 


chose rarely declined. The man left his displeased partner 
on 


the dance floor, making his way up the spiral stairs toward 
Jarod"s room. Jarod pressed the button by the side of the 
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window to bring the blinds down before sitting on the black 
leather couch, waiting for the man to arrive. 

“FUCK!” the man cursed under him as Jarod rammed his 


swollen length repeatedly him. The guy"s legs were on his 


shoulders, his hands intertwined around Jarod"s neck. As 
the man came hard into the condom Jarod made him wear, 
because he really didn"t want to ruin his shirt, Jarod came 
too, into the pulsing heat with a loud grunt, as he tried to 


cover up the name that almost escaped his lips. As he 
looked 


down on the man who glanced back at him with glazed 
eyes, 


he realized he might have Chris"s hair, but he looked 
nothing 


like Chris at all. He took off the condom he wore, tying it 
before throwing it in a nearby bin. 

Zipping up his pants, Jarod turned to leave the room. 

He turned back once to glance at the dazed man, his legs 
still sorawled out on the couch. He closed the door and 
instructed his man who waited outside, “Take care of him.” 
“Yes, boss.” 

Jarod left Pulse, knowing the man would be taken care 

of. His man would see to it that the man had a 
“complimentary” membership to another one of his more 


exclusive clubs. Jarod had came to the club hoping to find 


reprieve from thoughts of Chris, only to have images of him 
invade his mind during the last moments of orgasm with the 
anonymous man. His decision made, he now had to make 
his way to see someone else. 

“Where to, boss?” his chauffeur, Lee, asked. 

“Brian"s place, Lee.” 

“All right, boss.” 
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Chapter 3 

BRIAN greeted him at the door, a smile on his face. He was 
wearing only his black silk boxers. Silk was a fabric Jarod 


grew to appreciate after he realized how much it added to 
the 


erotic feel when he pounded Brian into the silk bedding 
Brian insisted on purchasing. The cleaning bill came to quite 
an amount monthly, but Jarod chose to close one eye, since 


Brian was one of the better lovers he"d ever had. He was 
also 


one of the more high maintenance ones, which would make 


breaking up with him much harder than Jarod"s previous 


relationships. Brian might be the nephew of Moretti, right 
hand man to one of the more influential mafia bosses in 
California, James Giordano, but he didn"t earn much. 
Especially when his daytime job was as a waiter when Jarod 
first met him. Brian was waiting for his big break as an 
actor, and being a waiter in one of the four-star restaurants 


in Hollywood would give him that opportunity. The big 
dream 


got sidetracked however, when he met Jarod, who promised 
him a five-figure allowance monthly and a luxurious 
apartment to live in for the duration of their relationship. 
“You didn"t visit me for nearly two weeks,” Brian said 
accusingly, glaring at Jarod. 

“I was busy,” Jarod said. He was busy. Busy settling his 
businesses and busy trying to get one Chris Wilkinson out of 
his mind. 

“Hmmm,” Brian said as he walked closer to Jarod, 

sniffing him. “You were fucking another man?” 
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Jarod could see the displeasure on Brian's face. And 

that was another reason why their two-year relationship had 
to end, even if Chris hadn"t come into the picture. Brian was 
becoming clingier lately, becoming more jealous of Jarod"s 
one-night stands. 

“You know what you agreed to when we decided to do 

this, Brian,” Jarod said tiredly. 

“Well, it"s still not fair.” Brian pouted, his lower lip 

jutting out in a maneuver that would have had Jarod 
halfway to arousal in the past. 

Jarod almost sighed out loud. “Maybe that"s why we 

should end this, Brian.” 

“What?” Brian"s eyes widened in surprise. “No... no 

Jarod... | won"t complain any more. Just don"t end this.” 
“We knew it would end one day, Brian. | will give you 

the amount promised, and you can still stay here. The lease 
has been covered for a year.” 

“And what happens after? | have to move out!” 

“You have a year until then.” 


“Fuck you, Jarod! Who is it? Which new, shiny toy 


caught your eye now, huh? You"re going to miss me, you 
sonofabitch! And you are going to regret this, mothafucker! 
Don't think you can get away with dumping me like this! No 
one dumps Brian Moretti! No one!” 

Jarod only shook his head as he turned to walk toward 


the exit. The only regret he had, right at that moment, was 
in 


not ending their relationship earlier. 

JAROD went home, sat at his cherrywood desk in his study, 
and flipped through the contents of the file Mike had 
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collected on Chris. Chris Wilkinson was twenty-eight years 
old. He was abandoned at an orphanage when he was a 
baby. He lived at the home till he was eighteen. He 


graduated from California State University with a Bachelor 
of 


Arts in Mathematics. He worked as an assistant teacher for 
a 


period of six months before resigning. And after that, he 
tried 


out for a job for the LAPD but was rejected. Jarod wondered 
at the sudden attempt at switching careers. Chris worked a 
variety of jobs afterward before becoming an IT intern with 
the FBI. 

“Mike,” Jarod said into the phone. 

“Yes, boss?” 

“Keep watching Chris Wilkinson,” Jarod ordered before 
ending the call. 

Jarod knew of many attempts by previous FBI agents to 
infiltrate his organization. But so far, none had been 
successful. When Jarod first took over the reins, after his 
father's unfortunate accident, the clan underwent an 


overhaul. Some measures were immediate while others 
were 


more gradual. One of the more immediate measures was 


getting rid of his father"s henchmen and replacing them 
with 


men he could trust with his life. And now here he was, 
contemplating carrying out a relationship with an FBI IT 
intern. Jarod wondered whether this would be the worst 


mistake of his life. 


“WHERE is he?” Jarod asked into the phone, without 
preamble. 

“I will get back to you, boss,” Mike replied. 
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Five minutes later, Jarod received a text message. Your 
boy is at Suede. His boy. Jarod liked the sound of that. 
“Lee.” 

“Yes, boss?” 

“Drive me to Suede.” 

“All right, boss.” 


THE manager of Suede greeted him at the door, anxious 
and 


a little eager to please. “Why didn"t you tell me you were 
coming, Mr. Greene? | would have prepared our best VIP 


room for you. But unfortunately, it"s already been booked 


Jarod raised a hand, stopping the man's speech. “I"m 
looking for someone. | just need one of your VIP rooms. No 
need for the best. If that could be arranged.” 


“Of course, Mr. Greene. Of course! Please come right 


this way.” 

Jarod would have headed for the room and asked his 

men to bring Chris to him if not for the sight that greeted 
him as he saw Chris, sandwiched between two bigger men, 
his curvy ass moving enticingly against one man"s groin as 
his hands rested on the other man's waist. Without thought, 
Jarod moved across the dance floor quickly, heading straight 
for Chris. The crowd of people moved out of his way, on 
instinct perhaps, sensing the rage that came off him in 
waves. When he reached Chris's side, all he had to do was 
glare at the two men before they backed off. He was bigger 
than the two men, and they probably read the warning in his 
stance. Chris"s eyes were still closed, till he realized the 


warmth of the bodies sandwiching him was gone. He 
opened 


them, and Jarod was struck once more by the brown eyes 
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that seemed sad, before they widened in slight surprise. 


Jarod didn"t give Chris a chance to speak. He clasped 
Chris"s 


wrist in a tight grip before pulling him away from the crowd 
toward the room that awaited them. 

JAROD wanted more than anything to pound Chris into the 
couch, but that needed to wait till he spoke to Chris. And 
maybe afterward, he could take Chris home to his new four- 
room apartment, instead of the one-bedroom apartment 
Chris was renting, and christen the new king-sized bed 
Jarod had ordered for the bedroom. 

“What the fuck!” Chris cursed as Jarod sat him down, 

none too gently, onto the couch. 

“Do you know who | am?” Jarod asked. 

“Should |?” Chris asked in reply before adding, “Besides 
the fact that you were the man who milked me dry outside a 
club, almost a month back.” 

“So you don"t know that I"m Jarod Greene?” 

Jarod watched Chris"s face closely as the man replied. 


“Well, now | do, don"t I.” Chris"s face did not change at all 
as 


he said that. The only emotion he'd revealed so far was his 


Slight confusion, which was normal, considering Jarod had 


dragged him suddenly into a room after not seeing the guy 
for a month. 

“| have a proposition for you, Chris.” 

“How do you know my name?” 

“| have my sources.” 

“This is not going to turn into one of those movies where 

| will be raped and then murdered, left to die in a dark alley, 
is it?” Chris asked drily. 
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Jarod burst out laughing. “No.” 

“Okay then. Carry on, Jarod.” 

“You have student debts to pay off, plus you live ina 

lousy apartment.” 

“And so?” 

“So my proposition will clear those debts, and more.” 

“And what will | have to do for this to happen?” Chris 

asked as if he knew what the answer was going to be. Jarod 
looked at the man closely. According to the files, Chris had 


been an intern for close to nine months with the IT 


department. He had underestimated the man, thinking that 
was a result of Chris"s incompetence. The FBI must have 
seen something in the guy to offer him an internship in the 
first place. And now Jarod could see there was intellect in 
Chris. Intellect under that attractive surface. And it turned 
Jarod on more than ever. 

“You will have to be mine, until | say otherwise.” 

“What makes you think that | can be bought?” Chris 

asked, curiosity in his gaze. 

“Can you?” 

Chris smiled, but there was nothing happy about it. 

“Must be your lucky day then, Greene, that I"m considering 
this.” 

“Why?” Jarod asked. Now he was the curious one. Chris 
didn"t seem like the type who craved power and wealth. 
“Maybe | do need the money. And maybe I"m bored. 
Besides, the sex is really good.” Chris shrugged. 

“Okay.” Jarod took out his stainless-steel card holder 

and wrote a figure on the back of one of his cards. “In 


addition to this amount monthly, you will be moved to a 
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bigger apartment than the one you live in.” He placed it on 
the table. 

Chris reached for the card and read the title on the front 


before turning to the back. His eyes widened a little before 
he 


placed the card back on the table. “CEO of Greene 
Corporation? Really?” 

Jarod smiled. “So?” 

Chris remained quiet for a few moments, and Jarod 
wondered whether the amount offered was too low. “Is that 
how much I"m worth?” he asked quietly. 

“If | wrote how much you"re really worth, Chris, | would 
be bankrupt, soon enough.” 

Chris laughed. “Very good, Mr. Greene. Flattery will get 
you everywhere.” 

“Will it?” 

“Yes,” Chris said as he reached for the card on the table 


before placing it into his pocket. “To both your questions.” 
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Chapter 4 

JAROD smiled as Chris"s eyes surveyed his new apartment. 


When Jarod asked whether they needed to go over to 
Chris"s 


place to get his stuff, Chris had declined. Jarod assumed the 


man was embarrassed by the place he lived in. It wasn"t in 
a 


good part of town, after all. He left it to Chris to settle his 
old 


home, and now he watched Chris as the man went from 
room to room. Unlike his previous lovers, who had viewed 
their apartments with greedy eyes or looked at Jarod with 


envy at what he could afford, Chris merely appeared 
Curious, 


as if he needed to know where everything was. 

“Do you like it?” 

“What's not to like?” Chris said. “You prepared all this 
beforehand. You knew | was going to say yes.” 


Jarod shrugged. He knew the lure of power and wealth. 


“It is hard to turn down money, yes?” 

“Maybe. But there are things worth more, sometimes,” 
Chris said simply, which was odd, coming from a man who 
would accept his money and in return give Jarod the use of 
his body. 

“And what might that be?” 

“Stick with me, and | will tell you one day,” Chris said. 
“You never give me a Straight answer, you know that,” 
Jarod laughed. 

“Maybe I"m trying to keep you intrigued so you will let 

me stick around longer?” 

“And again you"re doing it.” 
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Chris just laughed. 

“I will need you to agree to a few more things, Chris,” 
Jarod said. 

“You never told me that there would be conditions 
attached,” Chris said warily. 


“There are always conditions.” 


“Okay. Then I have the right to reject your offer, should | 
not like the conditions.” 

“You would do that, really? Turn down that large sum of 
money?” 

“There are some things | wouldn't do.” 

“Like what?” Jarod asked, curious. 

“Like murdering a man,” Chris said, half jokingly. 

“| would not ask you to do that,” Jarod replied. He did 
not add that he could get the job done himself. 

“Okay, so what are these conditions? Spill.” Chris 
walked over to sit on the bed. 

Jarod remained in the doorway to the guest room, still 
standing. “One. You will only be sleeping with me.” 
Chris stared at Jarod. “Okay. Will this be the same for 
you, or will you be allowed to fuck other people?” 

“I will be allowed to fuck other people.” 

“Hardly seems fair, does it?” Jarod was about to say 


something to that when Chris continued. “Then again, 
you're 


paying me a large sum monthly, so | guess | can keep my 
ass 


to myself for awhile. | ask for one thing though.” 

“You're asking for things?” Jarod laughed, but there was 

no humor. “What is it? More money?” 

“No. No barebacking. | won"t put myself at risk, even for 
that amount of money,” Chris said seriously. 
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“| don"t bareback with anyone,” Jarod said, trying not to 
lose his temper at the implication he wasn't safe. “And FYI, | 
took a test recently, and I"m clean.” 

“Good for you. So am I, and | would like to keep it that 

way.” Chris ignored the angry tone in Jarod"s voice. “What is 
condition two?” 

Jarod was frustrated. He was even more frustrated, 

knowing he still wanted Chris, though the guy was currently 
annoying him. “You will have to quit your internship with the 
FBI.” 

“Why?” 

“It is due to the nature of my job.” 


“Are you wanted by the FBI?” Chris asked plainly. 


“And what if the answer is yes?” 

“I"m only an IT intern there anyway, but... if your 

answer is yes, then | would have to ask whether you have 
raped or murdered anyone.” 

“I have not raped anyone, and | have never killed 
someone who didn"t deserve it,” Jarod said lightly, though 
the topic was anything but. 

“Fuck, Jarod. | don"t even know whether you're joking. 
What exactly do you do?” 

Jarod knew he couldn't keep things from Chris in the 

long run, and he had a feeling Chris would be there longer 
than most of his lovers. But now was not the time to tell 
Chris who he really was. “Maybe | will tell you in time... if 
you plan on sticking around,” Jarod said instead. 

“Hmmm. You really want me to quit my job, and what? 
Become a housewife?” 

“The money | give you monthly is more than enough to 
Support you. You can cultivate some recreational hobbies.” 
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“Uh huh. But | would be bored within a month.” 

“I"m sure you will find something to amuse yourself 

with.” 

“All right,” Chris said. “It"s not like | was going anywhere 
with the job, anyway. Did you know | have been an intern 
there for almost a year?” 

Jarod did not tell Chris he did indeed know. 

JAROD woke up the next day to the sight of a tousled- 
looking Chris gazing down at him. It was a beautiful sight to 
wake up to, first thing in the morning. 

“You know. You really should be more careful. What if | 

were an assassin, hired to kill you? | could have killed you in 
your sleep.” 

Jarod laughed. “How romantic, Chris. Those were the 

exact words | wanted to hear from you when | woke up. 
Though | doubt an assassin would want to kill an ordinary 
businessman.” 

“There is nothing ordinary about you, Jarod. And is that 
what you are? A businessman? What do you deal with?” 


Chris asked. 


“I deal in lots of things,” Jarod replied vaguely. 

“Uh huh. Still evading my questions.” An unpleasant 
expression flickered over Chris"s face before he smoothed it 
out. 

“Are you angry?” Jarod asked, stretching himself 

languidly. “Don"t be.” In one swift movement, Jarod had 
Chris flat on his back, his arms raised over his head, held in 
one of Jarod"s hands as the other hand wrapped around his 
neck, gentle and yet firm. Jarod"s knees rested on the 
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outside of Chris"s thighs as his thickening cock grew larger 
with the friction caused by rubbing against Chris"s own 


hardening dick. Jarod was very glad at the moment that 
they 


both liked to sleep in the nude. Chris tried to buck Jarod off 
him, but the only result was the groan that came out of 
Jarod"s mouth as Chris humped unintentionally against 
him. 


“Are you trying to test my strength, Chris?” Jarod asked 


as Chris tried to buck him off in earnest. 

“Could you release me?” 

“Why? This is such a comfortable position.” Jarod rolled 
his hips, earning a moan from Chris. 

“Fuck, Jarod... my ass is still sore from last night. And 
stop rubbing against my dick like that. It"s sore too!” 
Jarod released Chris suddenly, reaching for the bottle of 
lube on the bedside table. He squeezed out a considerable 
amount on his palm before wrapping his hand around 
Chris"s cock. 

“Better now?” Jarod asked. 

“Fuck, yeah....” Chris groaned as Jarod continued to 
stroke his dick in up-and-down motions. 

Jarod released Chris's dick for a moment, shifting the 


man's legs so that his knees were bent, wide open. He 
leaned 


lower, his nose an inch away from Chris's raw, pink hole. 
Blowing softly into the opening, he heard Chris moan even 
as the hole fluttered. He wanted to ram his throbbing cock 


into Chris"s waiting passage right then, and damn the 


considerate part of him that told him to wait. He started to 
lick the circle of furled, pink flesh instead, liking the musky 
taste that lingered in his mouth. Delving in deeper, he 
twisted his tongue, trying to reach the knotted bundle of 
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nerves that would bring Chris pleasure. Chris"s hips moved 
downward, and Jarod could hear the moans, which sounded 
more and more like whimpers as Chris got more aroused. 
With one slicked hand teasing the slit of Chris"s flushed, 
red dick and a tongue up his tight asshole, Chris came, his 
cum spurting high in the air. Jarod watched the sight, and 
with the same slicked hand that had held onto Chris's dick 
moments ago, he stroked himself hard and fast before 
coming all over Chris"s stomach and chest. 

Chris swiped a finger across a drop which landed on his 
hard nipple and sucked on the finger. “Mmmm, protein for 
breakfast. Healthy.” 

Jarod collapsed on Chris, laughing. “You might just be 


the death of me.” 


“Maybe,” Chris replied. “Unless you kill me first with the 
marathon sex sessions.” 
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Chapter 5 

CHRIS left his new apartment, about to walk to the nearest 
bus stop, when a black sedan stopped at the curb next to 
him. He was wondering whether the driver mistook him for 
someone else when, through the rolled-down window, the 
man asked, “Mr. Wilkinson?” 

“Yes?” 

“Boss... er... Mr. Greene instructed me to pick you up,” 

the stranger said. 

“Mr. Greene did, huh. Why?” 

“W-well,” the stranger stammered as he pulled at his 
collar, obviously uncomfortable at being questioned on his 
boss"s orders. “He didn"t mention it, Mr. Wilkinson. | was 
just told to drive you anywhere you needed today, till your 
Car arrived.” 


“My car?” Chris asked, slightly bewildered. “I don"t have 


a car, Mr.... er... what is your name?” 

“Joe, sir. You can call me Joe. And fuck, that was 
Supposed to be a surprise. Boss is gonna kill me.” 

“| doubt he will kill you, Joe. A surprise, huh? He's 
getting me a car? Hmmm.... And please call me Chris.” 
“If | call you Chris, will you get in the car?” 

Chris moved to the opposite side, opening the door 
before sliding into the front passenger seat. 

“Wouldn"t you rather sit in the back, Mr.... um, Chris?” 
“Nope. | like to watch the scenery from the front,” Chris 
answered. 
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“Okay.” Joe nodded. “Where to now?” 

Chris recited the address and saw Joe"s eyes widen in 
Surprise. “Is there a problem, Joe?” 

“No, sir. No problem at all.” 

So, it appeared Jarod hadn"t told some of his men about 
his current mistress"s occupation and place of work. Chris 


wondered at that, smirking a little as Joe drove him to FBI 


headquarters. 

“Do you want me to wait here for you, Chris?” Joe asked 
when they finally arrived. 

“Might take a few hours, Joe. You wanna cruise around 
first?” 

“Alright. | will be back here in two hours?” 

Chris nodded but shook his head as he thought of Jim. 
“Nah, make it three. And thanks, Joe.” Chris stepped out of 
the car, closing the door firmly behind him before walking 
toward the FBI entrance. 

CHRIS made his way up the stairs instead of taking the 
elevator. Those who had worked with him long enough knew 
that was his usual routine. It didn"t matter to Chris whether 
he needed to get to the fifth floor or the fifteenth, he would 
still take the stairs, not wasting the opportunity to keep in 
Shape when he could. He needed that advantage in his line 
of work. 

Chris stopped by the IT department first and met with 
Maggie, his supervisor, passing her a copy of the formal 


letter of resignation. 


“You are quitting?” Maggie asked, surprised, as she read 

the contents of the letter. 
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“Yup.” 

“But you have been doing so well. | Know that it has 

been months, but I"m sure they will offer you a position with 
the department soon. | have already spoken to Jerry about it 
and—” 

“It"s okay, Maggie. Another job opportunity came up, 

and | couldn"t turn it away. Is Jerry around today? 

“Yeah. He"s in the office. We will miss you, Chris.” 

Chris smiled the smile he had learned from living in the 
orphanage years ago. “I will miss you guys too, Maggie.” He 
hugged Maggie before making his way to Jerry's office. 
CHRIS left the IT department with his box of items and 


headed for the stairway exit. He continued walking up 
eleven 


flights before scanning his ID card to gain access to the 
room 


inside. Some of the men and women nodded at him in 


acknowledgement, and he nodded right back, not stopping 
to 


chat with anyone. He needed to speak to Jim. 
Knocking on Jim"s door, Chris entered his real boss's 


office and waited for the man to get off the phone. Jim 
raised 


his eyebrow at him, a question in his eyes, accompanied by 
Slight censure. 

Placing the phone down in its cradle, Jim half growled, 
“What the fuck are you doing here, Wilkinson?” 
“Giving you updates.” 

“You couldn"t just call?” Jim asked sarcastically. 

“He asked me to quit the FBI,” Chris said drily. There 
was no need to specify who “he” was to Jim. 

“So he knows.” 

“We knew that he would check on me, just like you 
knew he would be interested in my ass.” 
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“He was interested in your ass, wasn't he, Wilkinson? 


See, | was right to name you for this case,” Jim said, almost 


smugly. 

“It"s a pretty fine ass, so | understand.” Chris shrugged. 
Jim snorted. “Back to the topic. He dug deep on you, 
Wilkinson. Went so far as to trace you back to your time in 
the home.” 

Chris flinched before nodding. “I expected him to do so. 
He"s a careful man. | haven"t got access to any information 
that we don"t know yet. Although I"m surprised that he"s 
letting me near him, knowing I was from the FBI. IT intern or 
not.” 

“That was your idea too. Remember, you said—” 

“I remember what | said.” And Chris did. The previous 


agents who tried to infiltrate the Greene clan didn't even 
get 


close to Jarod. Jarod managed to root them out before they 
could even sniff at him. The undercover identities they had 


painstakingly come up with were blown in a matter of 
weeks. 


Jarod Greene, who was essentially a thug underneath the 
spiffy suits he wore, had loyal men who protected him with 


their lives. Chris didn"t know how Jarod managed to procure 


that loyalty, but he was going to find out. 

“Uh huh. Keep it simple, you said. And be obvious, but 

not too much.” 

“He wouldn"t expect someone who obviously worked as 

an IT intern for the FBI to be actually working for the FBI in 
bringing him down. He would suspect, yes, but he wouldn't 
think we would be that dumb.” 

“And let"s keep it that way. Which reminds me, don"t 

just walk like that into the office. We have had leaks before,” 
Jim reminded him. 

“I"m unobtrusive. No one will remember me.” 
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“Unobtrusive? Right.” Jim grunted. “If you were 
unobtrusive, you wouldn"t manage to get under Greene"s 
Skin in under a month. How did you manage to make him 
trust you so fast?” Jim looked at Chris, scrutinizing the man 
closely. 

“Like this,” Chris replied simply as his expression 


changed in an instant, his hardened eyes turning almost 


guileless as he smiled widely. 

“Bloody hell,” Jim muttered. “I almost sympathize with 

the fucker. Almost. Still, be more careful, Chris.” 

“This level's security is all cleared. Plus, you trust 
everyone under you, Jim.” 

“I trust no one, Chris,” Jim said, but Chris knew the 

truth. Just like Jarod, Jim had the ability to hire only men 
and women who could be trusted. And Jim trusted all of 
them, even if he refused to admit it. But that trust did not 
cover leaks from other departments, and Chris knew it. 
“This will be my last time here, Jim... at least for a 

while. | have tendered my resignation to the IT department. 
Just came to say goodbye. | will contact you.” Chris turned 
to leave. 

“Chris,” Jim called out after him. 

“Yeah?” 

“You take care, you hear?” Jim said, and Chris could 

hear the meaning underlying the words. Don"t get 
discovered. Don"t get emotionally involved with the target. 


Don't get killed. 


Chris nodded, muttering under his breath, “I always do, 
Jim. | always do.” 
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Chapter 6 

CHRIS received a call from Jarod, telling him he would be 
stopping by later that evening. When the call came in, Chris 
was searching the whole apartment for bugs or any devices 
that would record his daily activities, but he found none. He 
wondered why it pissed him off a little, that Jarod didn't 
keep a closer eye on the men he slept with. Maybe Jarod 
underestimated them, or he was very cautious in keeping 
certain matters from them. What they didn"t know, they 
wouldn"t be able to reveal. After all, the man did date 
Moretti"s nephew for almost two years, and yet Moretti and 
his boss had gained nothing from that particular “merger.” 
Except for a seemingly peaceful time between the Greene 
and Giordano clans during that period. 

“So you will be coming by around what time?” Chris 


asked. 


“Maybe around nine? | don"t know how long this 
meeting will take,” Jarod said grimly. 

“Oh, sounds serious?” 

“Hmm,” Jarod replied noncommittally. 

Chris knew he hadn'"t gained Jarod"s trust. And it was 
something he needed to work on. “So nine? Okay then. Do 
you mind if | cook dinner?” 

“You want to cook dinner?” Jarod asked, sounding 
Surprised. 

“Yes, | like to eat healthy, whenever | can. Unless you 
don"t trust my cooking.” 
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“No, no.... | haven"t had a home-cooked meal since....” 
“Since?” 

“Never mind. | will see you later, Chris.” 

“See you later, Jarod.” 

Chris had read the file on Jarod Greene. He suspected 


Jarod hadn"t had a home-cooked meal since his mother 
died, 


but since he wasn"t supposed to know that in the first place, 
he had allowed Jarod to sidestep the issue. Taking the keys 
to the car Jarod had recently purchased for him, Chris made 
his way down to the parking lot. His only stipulation, when 
Jarod had asked him what make of car he wanted, was that 
it not be red in color. As he stared at the gleaming blue 
Subaru Impreza WRX STI, he knew that, next time, he 
should be more specific when Jarod asked him what he 
wanted. The guy seemed to spend money like water. Then 
again, the man could afford to. 

JAROD went over to Chris"s apartment and was greeted with 
a strong whiff of herbs and spices when he opened the door. 
He headed straight for the kitchen to find Chris stirring 
something in a pot. The fragrant smell made his mouth 
water. 

“What are you cooking?” Jarod asked, walking to stand 
behind Chris as he peeked at the contents of the pot. Chris 
didn't even flinch as he ladled out a little of the reddish- 
orange, soup-like mixture, placing it into a small bowl. 


“Tom Yam Kung,” Chris said as he turned around, 


bringing the mixture close to Jarod"s mouth. 

“Tom Yam what?” Jarod had never heard of the dish. 
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“It"s a kind of soup, Thai style. | hope you can take spicy 
food. Wait, you"re not allergic to prawns, are you? This 
version is a shrimp-based one.” 

“The only food I"m allergic to is badly cooked food.” 

“Oh, we should have no problem then.” 

“Confident, are we?” Jarod smirked at Chris. 

Chris shrugged. “If I"m good at anything, it"d have to be 
cooking.” 

“That's not the only thing you"re good at.” Jarod waggled 
his eyebrows suggestively. 

“Stop with the innuendoes and say ,,ah".” Chris rolled his 
eyes as he scooped a spoonful, bringing it close to Jarod"s 
lips. 

Jarod opened his mouth to taste the soup. “Mmmm... 

it"s quite good. It"s more sour than spicy, though.” 


“That's "cause | have not added in the Birds Eye chilli 


seeds yet. | wasn"t sure whether you could take spicy.” 
Jarod watched as Chris reached for a bunch of what 

looked like tiny red chillies. “How hot are those?” he asked, 
Curious. 

“Hotter than cayenne peppers.” Chris chopped up the 
chillies before adding them into the soup. 

“Hmmm, then maybe you should cut down on the 

amount first, just in case....” Jarod started to say. He really 
didn"t want to have an upset stomach the first time Chris 
prepared dinner for him. 

“This is half the usual amount | put in. Don"t worry, 

Jarod. I"m sure a big man like you could take it,” Chris said, 
almost snarkily. 

“Why do | feel like you"re mocking me?” 
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“Don"t tell me you feel threatened by a few red chillies?” 
Chris said instead as he approached Jarod, licking Jarod"s 


lips before kissing him. Jarod groaned as Chris escaped his 


attempt for a deeper kiss. “I need to bathe, Jarod. | smell 
like 


Tom Yam soup now. Watch the pot for me.” 

“You are a tease, Chris Wilkinson,” Jarod said, mock- 

angrily. His fatigue disappeared at the thought of sinking his 
cock balls deep into Chris. 

“Never claimed to be otherwise.” Chris winked at him 
before walking away. He stopped a few steps after to say, 
“Turn off the fire, Jarod. | think the soup is done. | suspect 
you might need a shower too.” 

Jarod watched as Chris"s tight, curvy ass sauntered 

away from him. There was no way he was saying no to that 
invitation. No way at all. Turning off the stove, he started to 
strip even as he walked toward the bathroom. 

BY THE time they came out of the shower, the soup had 
turned cold, and Chris had to reheat the dish. He scooped 
out some rice noodles, placing them into the bowls while 
waiting for the soup to boil. Chris shifted, and Jarod could 
see the dark bruise he had left on Chris"s neck as a result of 


their “shower.” A feeling of satisfaction overwhelmed him at 


the thought of having marked Chris as his. Jarod watched 
Chris closely as the man chopped up some scallions and 


lemongrass, noticing the ease with which the man 
performed 


the task, cutting in mere seconds. 

“You cook often,” Jarod stated. 
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Chris turned off the stove, scooping ladlefuls of the soup 
before sprinkling the chopped herbs onto them. Chris placed 
a bowl in front of Jarod. 

“It looks and smells wonderful, Chris,” Jarod said, 


inhaling the pungent aroma as he admired the vibrant 
colors 


of the soup. “Who taught you how to cook like this?” Jarod 
asked as he started to eat the noodles. 

“Father Marcus,” Chris said quietly. 

Jarod could see Chris"s eyes darken with sadness before 
it disappeared. Then Chris smiled his bright smile, and 
Jarod really should have let it go. He would have with his 


other lovers, but not Chris... with Chris he wanted to learn 


more. It was starting to worry him, how Chris managed to 
crawl under his skin so fast. He wanted to know everything 
about the man. “Father Marcus?” 

Chris hesitated before answering, “He was the man in 
charge of the orphanage | lived in.” 

“You grew up in an orphanage?” Jarod asked, knowing 

the answer but needing to hear it from Chris"s mouth. 
Chris looked at Jarod for a few moments and said 

finally, “Yes, | did. I"ve been living in one since birth. Father 
Marcus was the closest thing | had to a father.” 

“Had?” 

“He was killed.” Chris went back to eating his noodles, 

and Jarod knew the subject was closed. There was a closed- 
off expression on Chris"s face he had never seen before. 
Jarod could not decipher that look. Chris was not the simple 
man Jarod had thought he was. Jarod wondered what other 
thoughts Chris hid from him. 

“I"m sorry, Chris, for bringing up bad memories,” Jarod 

said instead. 
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“It"s alright. | got over it.” Chris smiled, but it was a 

forced one. Jarod knew Chris was lying. You never got over 
the death of a loved one. It stuck with you until the day you 
died. But he would not call Chris on that lie. Doing that 
would lead to a talk involving his mother. And he was still 
not ready to talk about her yet, even to a handsome lover 
whom he was beginning to care for, more than he cared to 
admit. 
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Chapter 7 

SPECIAL Agent Chris Wilkinson was one of the best in his 
field. He knew this not because he was a conceited ass, but 
because of the role he played in apprehending some of the 
most elusive criminals in the nation. And Jarod Greene was 


just one of the many criminals he hadn"t yet managed to 
put 


behind bars. Many agents before him had tried but failed, 


and Chris was determined not to join their ranks. Jarod was 


just another case he needed to solve. It annoyed him that 
he 


needed to remind himself of that more and more often 
lately, 


especially when the man in question revealed aspects of 
himself that were never written in the files given to Chris 
when he decided to accept the assignment. 

There was the time when Jarod had come by the 
apartment, bringing a batch of cannoli with him. Jarod had 
told him Mike had bought some, and they tasted so good 
Jarod wanted Chris to taste them. Chris did. That was the 


first time Chris had tasted the fried pastry dough with 
sweet, 


creamy filling. He loved it so much he could not stop the 
orgasmic moan from escaping his mouth when he took the 
first bite. Jarod had laughed and watched with a fond look 
on his face when Chris demolished the four cannoli he had 
brought over. The next day, Joe was at the door, delivering 
another batch of cannoli to Chris. This time, the package 
contained twice the amount. There was no note from Jarod, 


but Chris knew Jarod had asked his man to purchase them 


for him. Had Chris been a more sentimental man, the 
gesture would have moved his hardened heart. 
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It almost seemed like Jarod was wooing him. Buying 

him pastries he liked. Taking him out to restaurants that 
served his favorite food. Giving him expensive items he 
would never have purchased for himself. He wondered why 
Jarod was doing all that when he had gotten from Chris 
what he wanted: Chris"s body at his disposal. Maybe Jarod 
treated all his lovers that way. With that excuse in mind, 
Chris found it easier to do his job instead of feeling slightly 
guilty for his part in deceiving Jarod. He was not Jarod 
Greene's lover. He was FBI Special Agent Chris Wilkinson, 
and this was just a role he was playing. 

And that was why Chris sat in one of the booths in 

Pulse, wearing one of the tighter outfits he had in the closet, 


observing the crowd of gyrating bodies before him. Jarod 
was 


away on business, had been away for a few days now. He 


hadn"t revealed to Chris where he was going or when he 
would be back. Chris had given this information to Jim 
nonetheless, leaving it up to his boss to find the missing 
pieces. He couldn't dig deeper without blowing his cover. It 
was more essential for him to play the part of Jarod"s lover 
and gain his absolute trust instead. 

Jarod had already given Chris free rein of most of his 

clubs in LA. Chris could gain entry to them without paying 
the entrance fee. All he had to do was turn up, smile his 
vacuous smile, and he would be escorted to one of the best 


seats in the place by the manager. Chris didn"t know what 
to 


expect when he had gained entry into the exclusive world 
Jarod had made for the spoiled, rich, and beautiful, but it 
certainly wasn"t this. 

It was Chris's third trip to Pulse, and he found nothing 

that didn"t happen in other clubs in LA. All of Jarod"s 
employees had wonderful things to say about him, although 
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that could also be due to the fact that they might have 
thought that Chris was sent by Jarod to test their loyalty. 


But even then, Chris, who could read people well, knew 
most 


of Jarod"s club employees weren't aware that they worked 
for 


the Godfather of LA. 

Chris continued to watch the crowd for any other 
Suspicious activities and was disappointed and also relieved 
to find none. He didn"t ponder on why he felt relieved, 


choosing to ignore the feeling completely. From the corner 
of 


his eye, Chris could see some men in suits enter the club, 
and he knew Jarod"s men had arrived. And this was another 
weird thing. Jarod"s men came by weekly to the clubs, to 
check out the situation. No illegal deal ever took place, at 
least not while Chris was there. They would come, mingle 
with the employees, observe the crowd, and then leave. 
Chris sighed as he saw one man's gaze land on him. It 


would seem suspicious to sit there all night long. Getting out 


of the booth, he made his way to the dance floor and 
started 


swaying to the music. It wasn"t long before he was smack in 
the middle of a sandwich, as two tall, muscular men writhed 
against him. 

JAROD was exhausted. The trip to Taiwan was not fruitful, 

to say the least. When he had found out he was to deal with 


a newly elected leader of the gang instead, he tried to 
extract 


himself, as gracefully as he could. Jarod did not like to deal 
with men of power who couldn"t be trusted. The new leader 
had arranged for the death of his mentor in order to take his 
place. Now, Jarod could understand the bloodthirsty world of 
the underground, but even then killing someone to whom 


you were beholden would be dishonorable. Some might 
think 
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Jarod was being hypocritical, seeing as he didn"t stop a rival 
clan from carrying out the assassination on his own father 


when he found out the news. But unlike his father, who had 


no idea what honor meant, Chin Lee was a man whose 
integrity had impressed itself upon Jarod before his untimely 
death. 

Now what Jarod wanted most at that moment was to go 
home to Chris and pound his lover into the bed sheets all 
night long. When Jarod had arrived to an empty apartment 
instead, he was quite frustrated, to say the least. 

“Where is he?” Jarod gritted out into the phone without 
preamble. 

“You do know | was on that flight with you back to LA, 
right?” Mike said drily. 

Jarod remained quiet. He knew Mike would have the 

answer for him. 

Mike sighed. “I will call one of the boys and get back to 
you.” 

“You do that,” Jarod said, ending the call. 

Less than five minutes later, Jarod had his answer. 

CHRIS had to admit this was one of the better undercover 
stints ever. Here he was right now, dancing in between two 


attractive men, feeling his cock twitch in interest as one 


man"s hard dick rubbed against the cleft in his ass. And 
perhaps that was another reason Jim had chosen him for 
this stint. Being actually gay would definitely make it easier, 
when one was trying to get close to a mafia boss who also 
played for the same team. Thoughts of Jarod with his cold, 
grey eyes and soft, jet-black hair filtered through his mind, 
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but he pushed them away in favor of the delicious friction 


rubbing against his crotch. He closed his eyes, giving 
himself 


up to the pleasure. 
A pinpricking sense of awareness made Chris open his 


eyes a few moments later. And when he looked at the 
source 


of the tingling feeling that had caused him to jerk out of the 
haze of pleasure that enveloped him, he looked right into a 
pair of cold, grey eyes that seemed to darken with heat as 
they continued to gaze steadily back at him. 

JAROD watched as Chris rubbed himself sinuously between 


two hard bodies, and he could not explain the extreme rage 


and jealousy that filled him. Chris was his. And that was 
another thing he didn't expect to feel—the feeling of 
possessiveness that seemed to consume him. He had never 
felt that way toward any other before. Sure, he wanted an 
exclusive relationship with all his lovers, at least on their 
part. But that had more to do with his pride as a man and as 
the boss of one of the biggest criminal organizations in 
California. But now, as he watched Chris"s glazed brown 
eyes open to meet his unerringly, he wanted nothing more 
than to stalk over and claim Chris as his. The overwhelming 
urge to beat the shit out of the two men who stood too close 
to Chris, their hands moving all over his body.... 

“Joe,” Jarod gritted out. 

“Yeah, boss?” Joe asked tentatively. 

“When Chris is done, escort him home,” Jarod 

instructed. He could sense the slight tension in his men. 
They had been around him long enough to know he was at 
the point of snapping. “And Joe....” 
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“Yes, boss.” 

“Make sure he goes home alone,” Jarod said, his voice 
turning quiet and deadly. 

“Okay, boss.” Joe nodded. 

Jarod left the club, knowing Chris would not be sleeping 

in another man's arms. He didn"t go back to Chris"s place 
that night. Jarod didn"t want to take his anger out on Chris. 
He needed to deal with the complex feelings the man had 
brought out in him before seeing him again. And when he 
did see Chris again, he needed to impress on Chris just 
exactly what exclusivity meant, in Jarod Greene's dictionary. 
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Chapter 8 

CHRIS was on tenterhooks during the week Jarod left him 
alone. A part of him wondered whether he had completely 
botched his chance at getting close to the mafia boss. 


Another part of him simply missed the man'"s presence. 
Even 


when Jarod had gone on his “business” trips, the man would 


call or text him sometimes, to simply ask about Chris's day. 
But Jarod hadn"t contacted him at all the past few days. 
There were no phone calls or text messages. Chris knew 
Jarod was still in LA. He also suspected Jarod had been 


angry about the dance he had with the two anonymous 
men. 


But Jarod hadn"t done anything that night. He had left, 
leaving Joe to drive Chris home. And that only left Chris with 
the possibility Jarod might have found out his true identity. 
But Jim hadn"t called with a warning, and none of Jarod"s 
men had come to drag Chris out of the apartment, to take 
him out for good. So that just left Chris alone with his 
assumptions, feeling confused. Chris could do nothing but 
wait. But if there was one thing Chris was good at, it was 
waiting. 

It was on the fifth day that Jarod finally contacted him, 

on the day when Chris felt the most vulnerable. Because it 
was the day Father Marcus had died. Chris knew Jarod"s 
men followed him around prior to the day he had agreed to 


become Jarod"s kept man. But since then, they had left him 


mostly alone. After the club incident, however, he had 
noticed two men followed him when he went out to do his 
groceries or other simple errands of the day. He had no 
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doubt they were Jarod"s men. Chris didn"t want to draw 
Jarod"s attention to the orphanage he grew up in because, if 
things went wrong, he didn"t want the orphanage to get 
caught in the backlash. He had cut down on his trips to the 
home since getting involved with Jarod. And if it wasn't the 


anniversary of Father Marcus's death, he wouldn"t have 
been 


making the trip at all. 

Chris sighed as he caught a glimpse of the nondescript 
black sedan that had been tailing him since he left the 
apartment. He could not lose them without drawing 
attention to his abilities as an FBI agent. Losing them would 
mean that he knew he was being tailed in the first place. So 


he allowed them to follow him as he made his stops from 
one 


shop to another. By the time he made his third trip back to 


the car, his passenger seats were filled with bags and bags 
of 


items he had purchased for the children who resided in the 
orphanage. That was the least he could do for the orphans. 
The books, candies, and toys would soothe their aching 
hearts, if but for awhile. 

THE current superintendent greeted him at the door, smiling 
widely when she saw Chris. “It"s been awhile, Chris,” Mrs. 
Matthews said. 

Chris rubbed his forehead, a nervous gesture he'd had 
since he was young. “I"m sorry, Mrs. Matthews. | have been 
busy lately.” 

“Oh, shush. | was not reprimanding you. You have done 
more for the children than you"ll ever know, Chris Wilkinson. 


And what did | say about calling me Amy?” Amy mock- 
glared 


at him, and Chris smiled sheepishly in return. 
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Amy Matthews was the second person to take charge of 


the home since Father Marcus passed away. She had been 


with the children for two years now, and the children were 
flourishing in her hands. Chris was glad they had someone 
like her to take care of them. 

“I still feel bad that—” 

“Oh, don"t, Chris. We know you have a life outside this 
home. The children know this. Though they have missed you 
greatly, these past months.” 

“I will go see them after | have seen Father Marcus.” 

Amy nodded sadly. “He would have been proud of you, 
you know.” 

“Would he?” Chris really wondered. The things he had 


done as an agent, even it was for the greater good—even 
he 


questioned the rightness of it all sometimes. “You don"t 
even 


know what I do, Amy.” 

“It doesn't matter, Chris. You"re still a good man. | see 
the man who makes time for the children as often as you 
can, buying stuff for them.... And don"t think | don"t know 
about the donations you have made out to this place.” 


Chris reddened slightly under Amy's too intuitive gaze. 


“Yeah, | will go visit with Father Marcus....” 

“Still can"t accept compliments that well, | see. Fine, | 
won"t embarrass you too much today. You go see Father 
Marcus and the children. But don"t leave without saying 
goodbye to me, you hear?” 

“Yes, Amy, of course. Um, | have some stuff for the kids 

in the car. Maybe they could carry them in first? | can"t carry 
all of them on my own.” 

Amy snorted. “Of course you would buy out the shop. 

You spoil them, Chris. See, you"re a good man.” 
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“It"s nothing much, Amy, really.” 

“It"s something to those kids, and you know that,” Amy 
said quietly before leaving him alone. 

Chris walked to a fenced-in corner of the large backyard 
where the tombs of priests and nuns who had helped with 
the care of the orphanage lay. He placed the bouquet of 
lavender he had held tightly in his hands, on the mound 


under which Father Marcus was buried and sat down cross- 


legged before he started to talk. 

JAROD listened as the two men he had assigned to watch 
Chris updated him on his lover"s whereabouts. When Mike 
had found out about what he had done, he had informed 
Jarod it was a waste of resources. Jarod just shrugged 
Mike's thinly veiled reprimands away. Besides, he had more 
than enough men to carry out his bidding. 

Jarod had calmed down in the past few days away from 
Chris. He finally acknowledged the fact he had started to 
care more for his current lover than he should. He could not 
even muster enough desire to have a one-night stand with a 
stranger, to forget Chris. He tried once with a willing brown- 
haired guy who had chocolaty brown eyes a similar shade to 
Chris"s. The need to fuck the stranger was there, but then 
thoughts of Chris intruded, and Jarod simply left the man, 
cursing Chris as he stalked away. 

“Where to, boss?” Lee asked, looking at him warily 

through the rearview mirror. Jarod knew his temper had 
been quick the past week, his tongue lashing at the next 


man unfortunate enough to receive the barb. As a result, his 


men had been on tiptoes around him. 
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“Take me to Chris's place, Lee,” Jarod replied. He would 

wait for Chris to come back from his trip to the orphanage. 
And then they would talk. 

BY THE time Chris reached home, it was evening. He had 
played basketball with some of the boys from the orphanage 
and then hopscotch with some of the girls. He had spent a 
longer time in the home than usual, knowing Jarod"s men 
were waiting for him right outside the gates. A mean streak 
in him wanted them to wait and waste time that could have 
gone to more fruitful ventures. But surprisingly, when he left 
the orphanage and drove home, there was no black sedan 
tailing him. Jarod had called off his watchdogs. So it wasn"t 


totally a surprise when he reached home to find Jarod 
seated 


on the couch, typing something on his laptop. 
Chris's first thought was how beautiful Jarod looked 


with the soft yellow lights on him. Chris could see, however, 


that Jarod looked drawn and wondered at the cause of it. His 
second thought was that Jarod had brought his personal 
laptop along. Something he had never done before in their 
six months together. There might be information contained 
on that laptop that could put Jarod behind bars, once and 
for all. Chris needed to get his hands on it without Jarod 
noticing its absence. His brain came up with schemes while 
his feet brought him closer to Jarod. 

“So, what brings you here today?” Chris asked 
nonchalantly. 

Jarod looked up, his gaze on Chris as he turned off his 
laptop, placing it on the table. “I was free,” Jarod replied, 
just as nonchalant. 
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“You have been busy this week?” Chris asked and could 
not help the defensive note in his voice. 

Jarod arched an eyebrow. “I was. Why? Did you miss 

me?” 


“Maybe.” 


“Hmmm.... | would have thought that you would have 
gone clubbing to get some company. Didn"t you?” 

Chris bit his tongue to keep from saying what he wanted 
to. Jarod clearly knew where he went the past few days, but 
here he was playing dumb. “Did you want me to find some 
other company?” Chris asked instead. 

In the blink of an eye, the cool Jarod before him was 

gone. Jarod didn"t move at all from the couch, not an inch. 
But even from ten paces away, Chris stopped, noting the 
almost predatory look Jarod gave him. 

“Come here, Chris,” Jarod said quietly, and something 

in Chris wanted to rebel at Jarod"s command, but his legs 
moved till he stood right in front of Jarod. Jarod pulled him 


down to straddle his lap. “I don"t think | ever made it clear 
to 


you.” 
“Jarod?” Chris said warily. He tried to move off Jarod"s 
lap, only to have Jarod"s arms locked tightly around his 
waist, holding him fast. 


“You have to understand something, Chris. I"m a 


possessive man when it comes to the men I"m with.... But 
when it comes to you, I"m extra possessive.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Chris wriggled in 
Jarod"s lap, still trying to get away. He never knew how 
strong Jarod was and wondered where that strength came 
from. The guy didn"t seem the type to go to the gym. Chris 
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could take him, but that would probably raise some 
questions he did not want to answer, right then. 
“Remember the conditions | set before you agreed to our 
arrangement?” 

Chris remembered. He didn"t know why it unsettled him 
that Jarod could have been sleeping with someone else 
during the times when they were apart. “I remember,” he 
said flatly. 

“No one gets in you but me, Chris. | need you to 
remember that.” 

“Or else what?” Chris asked, his muscles tensing. 


“Or else....” Jarod paused. “We end.” 


“Look, Jarod. | got it, okay? My ass is all yours, and you 
know it.” 

“I do. Still. Don"t go around dancing too close to other 
guys in the clubs. Especially not when | can see you.” 
Chris looked at Jarod, seeing the slight frown on his 

face. And it suddenly clicked. Chris laughed. “Oh shit. This 
is about that night in Pulse, isn"t it?” The tension left Chris's 
shoulders immediately as he continued laughing. “Fuck, 
Jarod, you know nothing went on, right? We were just 
dancing.” 

Jarod grunted. 

“Besides, what would I ever want with two hot guys....” 
Chris leaned forward to whisper against Jarod"s ear. “When 


I"ve got this extremely super-hot guy to play with.” He 
licked 


Jarod"s lobe before biting the fleshy part, hard. 

“Fuck, Chris,” Jarod gritted out. One week without sex 

was turning him into a horn dog. He lifted his hips, rubbing 
his dick, which went from half hard to full in a nanosecond 


against Chris"s plump ass. 
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“Let's take this to the bedroom, shall we?” Chris started 
to wriggle his tongue into the hollow of Jarod"s ear. 
“Uhhhmm, yeah... yeah....” Jarod groaned as his dick 
grew impossibly larger. He was glad Mike couldn't see him 
then. Because that statement about not being led around by 
his dick? It should have come with a disclaimer, like not 
being tongue-fucked in your ear by your hot-ass lover. 
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Chapter 9 

“WHY are you calling me, Jim?” Chris said abruptly into his 
cell phone. 

“Great bedside manners there, Wilkinson. A hello would 
have been nice,” Jim deadpanned. 

“And you know better than to call me. What the fuck, 

Jim. What if Greene had been around?” 

“But he isn"t, is he?” Jim pointed out. “And you haven't 


called me in awhile. Just thought | would check in on you.” 


Jim said, his voice too casual to be anything but. 

“That is because | have got nothing. Except for 
information about what goes on in his clubs, which is yeah 
pretty much the same as what goes on in any other club in 
LA.” 

“You know | worry. He"s taken out more than two of our 
agents, Chris. He"s not someone to be trifled with.” 

“And you know careful is my middle name. Worst comes 
to worst, you will find my brain bits all over the cement 
floor.” Chris forced a laugh. 

“Don"t you ever joke about dying,” Jim said quietly. 

Chris sighed before murmuring, “Sorry.” 

“Update me before | call in to check in on you again.” 
“And what if | still got nothing?” 

“Oh, you will, Chris. | Know you, and you will have 
something. Bet your bottom dollar that you"re working on 
something now.” 
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“Hmmm.... | will call you, Jim.” 


“You better. Bye.” Jim ended the call without waiting for 
Chris"s reply. 

Jim knew Chris too well, and Chris was definitely 

working on the case. He had casually spoken to Jarod the 
other day, burbling over with excitement on the fine 
specifications of Jarod"s laptop. The next day, a similar 
model was delivered to the apartment. Now he just had to 
wait for Jarod to come over with his laptop again. And then 
he could carry out his plan. 

“YOU"RE not taking this seriously, Jarod,” Mike growled out. 
“What do you want me to do? Raze the street so it would 


be littered with dead bodies? You know |"m trying to keep 
the 


men safe.” 

“You have changed.” 

“No, | haven"t, Mike. | have never liked the cost of taking 
over new territories. If we could reduce bloodshed—” 
“Fuck, Jarod. | know you"re implementing changes in 

the way we do things. It was hard, and our profits went 


down, but | understood.” And Mike really did. Both of them 


had lost family members to drug overdose. Mike had lost his 
sister. Jarod had lost his favorite cousin. “I stood by you 


then, Jarod, when our members threatened to leave the 
clan. 


But this? We can"t just lie low. You know he plans to seep 
into our territories next. If we don"t claim Carson City—” 
“And if we do. Are we going to try for the whole of 
Nevada next? | don"t recall there being any plans for 
expansion. We will guard Sacramento, Mike. Send more of 
our men to join the rest there.” 
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“And what if they try to take over Sacramento, what 
then?” 

“Then we fight.” Jarod"s face turned blank as his eyes 
hardened. Jarod watched as his right-hand man fidgeted 
before him. “And not until then. Are we clear, Mike?” he 
added warningly. 

“Crystal, boss. So what do we do now?” 


“We defend.” Jarod sat back in his chair, his posture 


forbidding. 

CHRIS looked at Jarod as he walked through the door. Chris 
knew a turf war might break out anytime soon. There were 
whisperings in the underground about the still unclaimed 
Carson City. Jarod had been busy and hadn't visited him 


more than once that week. Chris had pretended to be 
miffed, 


yes, miffed. He pulled the hurt voice and sulky lover-in- 
need- 


of-more-loving card. Jarod had laughed on the phone when 
Chris had tried that, because Chris was never the type to 
sulk to get what he wanted. Not until now. Part of him 


needed Jarod to come and stay for a few days so he could 
get 


his hands on Jarod"s laptop. Another part just missed the 
feel of Jarod"s arms around him. That was the part he 
refused to acknowledge. 

“Oh, you"re here.” 

“Well, of course | am. After you pouted through the 
phone like that.” Jarod carried a small bag with him, 


together with his laptop case, placing them both on the 


dining table before enveloping Chris in a hug. 

“I did not pout,” Chris said, his voice muffled against 
Jarod"s shoulder. He breathed in Jarod"s scent discreetly. 
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“Are you smelling me?” Jarod chuckled. 

“So what if | am? You haven"t come over in days. Maybe 
you should just move here.” 

Jarod sighed. “You know | can"t sell the family home.” 
“I"m not asking you to sell it. I"m asking you to move 
into this apartment.” Chris pointed out. 

Jarod paused to think. “Maybe. Let me think about it. 
For now, just let me hold you.” 

“Tough day at work?” Chris asked, his tone light. 

“Bad.” 

“Wanna talk about it? You know | will listen.” 

Jarod stiffened. “It"s not that | don"t want to talk about 
it, Chris. It"s just that the nature of my job—” 

Chris moved out of Jarod"s arms, turning his back on 


him. “The nature of your job. You said that to me once. What 


exactly do you do, Jarod? We have been together for nearly 
a 


year now, and you have never mentioned anything.” 

“Fuck, Chris. You"re just my live-in lover. You don"t have 

to know all the other shit about me.” 

Chris felt a small stab of pain in his chest. He pushed it 
aside, thinking he should probably go for a health checkup 
soon. “Uh huh, just your live-in lover. Your kept man. | got 
it. | won"t ask anymore.” He moved to the bedroom, leaving 
Jarod alone in the living room. 

Chris wondered whether he was pressing Jarod for 


answers because of his job or because he wanted his lover 
to 


trust him. His lover, Chris thought, groaning. The 
assignment was becoming more complicated by the day. It 
was fucked up. If Jarod trusted Chris with his secrets, then 
Chris would have to file them in his report. Chris had never 
felt so conflicted in his life. 
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JAROD ran his fingers roughly through his thick hair, 


tugging as they caught at the ends, the slight pain bringing 
relief to the pounding in his head. It was not that he didn"t 
trust Chris, but if Chris knew he would ask for details. Chris 
was curious that way. Jarod wouldn"t mind telling Chris the 
details. But he knew Mike and a few of his men would 

disapprove. The Greene clan"s modus operandi had always 


been to put brothers in the gang first. Before parents. 
Before 


children. Before wives. Before husbands. Before lovers. That 
all went to hell when Chris came into his life. 

Jarod walked into the bedroom and saw Chris with his 

face in his palms, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You really 
wanna know?” he asked quietly. 

He waited as Chris looked up with his big, brown eyes 

that always managed to make his breath catch in his throat. 
Chris"s eyes now looked so vulnerable that Jarod wanted to 
take his lover into his arms and just soothe the hurt away. 
Chris nodded, and Jarod made his way toward the bed, 
seating himself next to Chris, their sides touching. Then he 


started to talk. 


CHRIS listened as Jarod spoke to him. Telling details that 


Chris had already committed to memory. Jarod wasn"t 
telling 


him anything he didn"t already know. But the fact he was 
opening up made Chris feel guilty about the whole thing. 
Yes, Jarod was a mafia boss, with his fingers dipping in 
every illegal pie across the country and around the world. 
And yet, when he was with Chris, he was just Jarod. The 
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hard walls Jarod put up outside would slowly crumble, 
revealing to Chris who Jarod Greene truly was, without the 
responsibility of a whole clan to take on. Chris felt bad, and 
that was a feeling that had eluded him in all of the cases he 
had handled. Somehow, Jarod had wormed himself into 
Chris"s heart, making the conscience Chris thought he had 
lost wake up. 

“So, you still wanna be with me?” Jarod asked. 

“Why do you ask that?” 


“Could be dangerous, being with a gang leader.” Jarod 


wiggled his eyebrows, trying to take the tension away. 
“Ha-ha.... Were all your previous lovers in danger when 
they were with you?” 

“No. | always had men to protect them, when times got 
too tough.” 

“So, do the same now.” 

“A turf war might break out, Chris. It"s getting more 
dangerous to be with me now.” 

Chris"s ears perked up at what Jarod had just 
confessed. “Turf war?” 

“With the Smith clan in Nevada. And the boss plays 
dirty.” 

Chris had heard of Keith Smith. The man was 
ambitious. And that made him similar to a deadly cobra 
about to strike. “You not confident of winning?” 

Jarod looked at Chris. “You"re taking all this pretty 
well.” 

Chris shrugged. “Did you expect me to start packing my 
bags and leave? | don"t do that.” 
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“I"m beginning to realize that you"re tougher than you 
look,” Jarod said. A soft look Chris had never seen before 
appeared in Jarod"s eyes as he gazed at Chris intently. 
When Jarod"s lips lowered to touch his lips, almost 
tentatively, Chris groaned from the pleasure Jarod"s tongue 
was wreaking on his mouth and also from the sensation of 
butterflies that seemed to flutter in his stomach. At that 
moment, Chris knew he was in deep trouble, deeper than he 
would ever have imagined. 
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Chapter 10 

IT WAS after a hot, sweaty round... well, three rounds of sex 
that Chris finally had a chance to poke and prod at Jarod"s 
laptop. Jarod had heaved and breathed harshly for a few 
minutes before jumping off the bed to take a shower. He did 
not lock the door, and Chris knew that was an invitation for 
him to join Jarod, but Chris had something more urgent to 


do. When he heard the sound of water in the bathroom, he 


quickly rushed to one of the spare rooms, which Jarod 
sometimes used as his temporary office. The laptop was 
there on the desk, as Jarod had been using it earlier. 

Chris walked over and sat himself gingerly on the chair. 

His ass still ached from the various, interesting positions 
Jarod had tried out with him earlier. He turned the laptop on 
but kept an ear out for Jarod at the same time. Looking at 
the clock, he knew he had less than fifteen minutes left with 
the laptop before Jarod came searching for him. He worked 
quickly, trying to bypass the password lockdown Jarod had 
installed. It was much easier to hack into Jarod"s computer 
than Chris expected, and he used the tricks he had learned 
during the time when he attempted to be a delinquent. 
Hacking computers was something he had learned during 
the two years when he had given Father Marcus hell. It was 
a time he regretted for giving Father Marcus trouble, when 
the man had done nothing but be there for him for most of 
his life. He would never regret the skills he had picked up 
though, which included gaining entry into restricted places, 
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hotwiring cars, and yes, getting educated on IT skills for 
illegal purposes. 

Chris looked for the password-protected files on the 
hard drive and accessed Jarod"s e-mail account 


simultaneously. While waiting as the files were transferred 
to 


his thumb drive, Chris walked back to his bedroom and was 
relieved to hear Jarod still humming in the shower. He 
walked back quickly to the spare room to shut down the 
laptop and left with the encrypted files stored in his thumb 
drive, with Jarod"s e-mail address and password stored in 
his memory. All he had to do now was contact Jim to pass 
on the information, information which would be added to the 
pile that would place Jarod behind bars, for life. The thought 
of Jarod imprisoned made Chris"s stomach churn, and he 
pushed it aside. But the feeling of guilt came back, tripling 
when Jarod came out of the bathroom freshly showered, 
wearing only a towel around his hips and a genuine wide 


smile as his eyes roamed over Chris"s semi-nude body. 


“You put on your boxers,” Jarod said, putting on his 

best disappointed face. 

“It was cold, and besides if | didn"t, you would want to 

go another round,” Chris said. 

“Ah, how well you know me.” Jarod made his way to the 
bed, kissing Chris softly on the lips. 

Chris placed a hand on Jarod"s chest, stopping the kiss 
from progressing into more, even though his lips were 
reluctant to part from Jarod"s. “We probably should get 
dinner.” 

Jarod"s stomach growled at the mention of food, and 

both men laughed. “Come on. You go get your shower, and 
then | can take you out.” 
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Chris got off the bed and headed for the bathroom, but 
not before Jarod could sneak in one last grope at his ass. 
Chris mock-growled, but Jarod only winked salaciously back 
at him. The last thing he heard before he turned on the 


shower was Jarod"s raspy laugh right outside the bathroom 


door. Chris had locked it. 

DINNER was a romantic affair, if Chris did not count the 
eight men who followed them around till they reached the 
restaurant. One of the eight men had been Jarod'"s right 
hand man and friend since childhood, Miguel Soto, aka 
Mike. Chris had done his research on the brawny man. He 
was Jarod"s closest friend and confidant and played an 
important role in the running of the organization. He was 
surprised Mike hadn"t managed to convince Jarod to cut him 
off, seeing as how he was greeted with a sneer when Jarod 
introduced them for the first time. Chris had to be extra 
careful around Mike. It was very clear the man didn't trust 
him. 

“Mike doesn"t like me much, does he,” Chris said, his 

tone almost flat. 

Jarod placed the glass of red wine back on the table 


before he responded. “He is protective of me, yes. Don"t 
take 


it personally, Chris. He"s been like that since I"ve known 
him. 


And besides, what does it matter as long as | like you?” 


“Uh huh.... It is good, though, that you have loyal men 
like that around you. Still, I"m surprised he lets you keep 
me,” Chris said carefully as he watched Mike watch him 


from across the room. Mike was seated two tables away, 
near 


the entrance with the rest of Jarod"s men. While waiting for 
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Jarod and Chris to finish their food, the men had their 
dinner too. 

“No one /ets me do anything,” Jarod said, his tone cold 

as he gazed steadily at Chris. 

“Shit. Between you and Mike boring holes into me, | will 
probably feel the bruises tomorrow,” Chris replied, not 
breaking eye contact with Jarod. 

Jarod chuckled, breaking the tension between them. 

“He's staring at you? Well, fuck.” Jarod turned around to 
look at Mike and then turned back to Chris, smiling. “He still 
staring now?” 


Chris looked to where Mike was now conversing with the 


men instead, his body half-turned to face away from Chris. 
Chris laughed. “Whatever it is you did, worked.” 

“It better,” Jarod snorted before reaching out to touch 

the side of Chris"s lips, gently. “I love it when you smile like 
that.” 

“Jarod, I—” What Chris was about to say was 

interrupted by the sound of breaking glass and screams. 
Chris turned to see a bunch of men in suits, carrying guns. 
Of course. It was almost like a bad mafia movie, Chris 
thought as he reached for the Glock under his jacket 


automatically, only to realize he didn't have one. 
Undercover 


sucked when one is left defenseless. “Fuck!” 

“Chris! Stay down!” Jarod shouted at him as he joined 

his men in the shootout, a Beretta in one hand. 

Chris watched as shots rang out between the two 

groups of men, assessing the situation quickly. The other 
group had more people, but Jarod"s men were more skilled. 
Mike took down three men in less than five minutes. Chris 


felt a hard grip on his arm as Jarod grabbed him, dragging 
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him toward the exit. Five men blocked their way. Jarod shot 
two of them before having to reload. Chris watched as it 
happened almost in slow motion as one man took aim at 
Jarod. Without thinking, Chris stepped forward and grabbed 
a china plate off the table, throwing it hard at the man. The 
plate broke into pieces when the bullet hit it. 

“Fuck,” Jarod muttered, pulling Chris behind him. “Not 


that | don"t appreciate that sweet move, but stay behind 
me, 


Chris. | don"t want your blood to spill on my watch.” 
Chris grunted. He could take care of his own hide, but 


revealing that piece of information would probably be a 
really 


bad idea. 

“Go, Chris, go!” Jarod shouted at him as he pushed 

Chris outside. Chris heard a few more shots ring out before 
Jarod joined him, grabbing onto his elbow, leading him to 
the car which was now waiting for them. 


Jarod opened the car door and shoved Chris inside, 


about to close it before Chris had a clue as to what his lover 
was going to do. “Jarod! No!” 

“Mike is still inside, Chris. | have to go back. | don"t 

know how many of my men are trapped. Lee, drive him 
back.” Jarod"s eyes connected with Lee"s through the rear 
view mirror. He kissed Chris gently on the forehead before 
moving away. “Be safe, Chris.” 

“No, dammit!” Chris shouted even as he heard Lee"s 
spoken yes. He attempted to get out of the car only to be 
pushed again by Jarod before the door was slammed. The 
car drove off immediately. “Lee, stop the car, dammit!” 

“No, Chris.” 

“Stop the damn car or | will just jump out, right now!” 

Chris threatened. He heard the locks click before cursing. 
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Chris tried opening the door, but it would not budge. He was 
locked in. “Sonofabitch!” Chris kicked the door in anger. 
“He will be fine, Chris. | have called for backup. Our 


men are on their way.” 


“Fuck it! | should be there with him,” Chris said bitterly. 

For the first time since he had been with Jarod, Chris felt 
fear thrumming in his veins. If something happened to 
Jarod.... 

“He wants you safe, and we need to get you to the 

house.” 

“The house?” 

Lee nodded. “So you just sit back, okay? Boss will meet 

us there.” 

Chris gritted his teeth as he held back the curses trying 

to escape his lips. He looked through the window as the car 
drove up the mountains into a secluded, gated compound 
surrounded by tall trees. When a large mansion came into 
view, Chris knew he had gained access to Jarod"s home. But 
what weighed on his mind was not how he could explore the 
grounds to obtain evidence previously restricted from him. 
Instead he thought of Jarod and whether his lover had 
managed to escape from the shootout, unscathed. For the 
first time in years, since Father Marcus"s death, Chris 


prayed. 
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Chapter 11 

“WHERE is he?” Jarod asked Lee, who was leaning on one of 
the pillars that decorated his patio. 

“Well, hello to you too, boss.” Lee smirked at him. 

“Fuck, Lee, is he—” 

“Jarod, you need to get your wound checked out first,” 

Mike interrupted, grabbing on to one of Jarod"s arms as he 
started to sway. 

“Damn, boss, you"re bleeding.” Lee crossed over to 

Jarod"s other side, holding onto his arm. 

“I"m fine, Lee. You don"t have to—” 

“He can do whatever the hell he wants when you"re 
bleeding a puddle onto the damn floor. Fuck, Jarod. What 
did you do?” 

Jarod looked up to see Chris frowning at him. “Aw, you 
came to greet me at the door, how nice.... And | didn"t do a 
damn thing.” 


Chris ignored Jarod totally, gesturing for the two men to 


bring Jarod inside before closing the door. Jarod watched as 
Chris began to give instructions to his staff. He would have 
had something to say about that, if not for the fact he was 
feeling rather tired. He smiled at Chris and tried to reach out 
for him, only to find he couldn"t move his arm. Frowning, he 
squinted as the image of Chris started to blur. It was not 


long before he welcomed the darkness that beckoned to 
him. 
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JAROD heard the sound of light snores and smiled, 


recognizing who was making the noises. He opened his 
eyes, 


turning his head to the side, and saw Chris asleep in one of 


the massive leather chairs he had placed in the bedroom. 
He 


continued gazing at Chris, watching the sun highlight the 
drawn lines on his lover"s face. Chris was still wearing the 
clothes he wore for their dinner date. Chris had taken off his 
jacket, and Jarod could see the white shirt he wore 


underneath was spattered with dried blood. Jarod"s stomach 


turned at the thought the blood could have been Chris's. 
“Nice to see you"re up.” 

Jarod looked at the doorway and saw Mike smiling at 

him. “Was there ever any doubt?” 

“One day your luck might run out, Jarod,” Mike said, 
frowning as he walked closer to the bed. 

“But the day is not today,” Jarod replied, half in jest. 
“Death is nothing to joke about,” Mike said as he sat on 
the edge of the bed. 

Jarod sighed. “I know, Mike. But you know it"s in our 

job scope. Getting hurt. Our death rate is high,” Jarod 
pointed out drily. 

“That don"t mean you have to die young. Besides, you 
ready to leave yet?” Mike looked pointedly at Chris, who was 
still oblivious to the conversation, snoring in his chair. 
“Ouch. Touché, my friend.” 

“Just thought you needed reminding. Don"t be throwing 
your life away like that. You get cleared, you go. No turning 
back.” 


“And | was supposed to leave you and the rest of our 


men behind? Would you do the same, if it were me?” 
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“It"s different.” 

“How so?” Jarod asked stubbornly. 

“You're the boss man, Jarod. We are paid to protect 
you.” 

“And not die for me.” 

“There's the unsaid clause, right there. When one works 
for a criminal organization, death does tend to happen.” 
“Precisely, Mike. It could be any of us.” 


“Dammit, Jarod! Could you stop arguing, for once? I"m 


asking you to put your safety first, before anyone else's! 
You 


should have been in that car with Chris.” 

“He was Safe, Mike. Nothing else mattered then. He was 
safe. And then | needed to make sure the rest of you were.” 
“Stubborn sonofabitch.” 

“Like you didn't know that.” 


“He's a spitfire, you know that, right? Couldn"t stop 


cussing when you were bleeding your guts out. Gave orders 
like he was the boss himself. And no one dared to say no. 
You should have seen it.” 

“A spitfire?” Jarod laughed. “Don't let him catch you 

calling him that. He"s no woman, this one.” Jarod looked at 
Chris, who had stopped snoring, and wondered whether he 
had woken him before Chris"s body shifted to make himself 
more comfortable. “Did you see him throw that plate?” Jarod 
said, pride in his tone. 

“Makes you wonder, doesn't it, where he got skills like 
that?” Mike said quietly. 

“Mike. Don't start. He just threw a bloody plate,” Jarod 
replied, just as quietly. 

“Look, Jarod, | don"t trust the guy—” 
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“You don"t trust anyone.” 

“Point is, | can see that he cares for you.” 

“Is that your way of saying that our relationship is okay 


with you?” 


Mike grunted. “I"m just saying... he hasn't left your side 
since last night. Didn"t even eat, or bathe, it seems.” Mike's 
nose crinkled. 

“Hey!” 

“What? You can"t smell him from where you are. Gotta 

wash all that blood off. You tell him to do that. He didn"t 
want to listen to any one of us yesterday.” 

“I will tell him. Now you go home and get some rest.” 

Jarod held a hand up, grimacing as he felt the stitches in his 
chest stretch. “Don"t argue, Mike. Go home. | need my rest 
too.” 

“Fine. Take care, Jarod.” 

Jarod nodded. “And close the door after you leave.” He 
turned to look at Chris, chuckling. “You can open your eyes 
now, babe. Big bad Mike is gone.” 

“Damn, should have pretended to keep on snoring.” 

Chris opened his eyes, turning to look at Jarod. 

“Nah, wasn't the snoring. It was the part where you 
clenched your fist when Mike called you a spitfire.” Jarod 


laughed. 


“He still doesn"t trust me.” 

“He doesn't trust many people. Plus, you have to admit 
that it was a pretty nifty move with the plate.” 

“Twas lucky.” 

“Į was luckier. You saved me.” 

“No, | didn"t,” Chris argued. 
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“You damn well did. That bullet was aimed for me.” 

“Yeah, well, a bullet got in you anyway. What the fuck 
were you thinking, Jarod?” Chris leapt off the chair, hitting 
Jarod"s arm hard. 

“Ow! Chris! Dammit! That fucking hurt!” 

“It should! You almost got killed, you ass! And | don"t 
fuckin" care how good your family doctor is! Next time this 
shit happens, you better tell your men I"m dragging your 
sorry ass to the hospital. Fuck, Jarod!” Chris paced in front 
of him. 

“Aw, baby. | wish | could, but as you can see....” Jarod 


gestured toward his prone self. He chuckled when Chris 


flipped him the finger. “And | say again, Chris. No. To the 
hospital, too. There will be questions. Besides, our family 
doctor is pretty good. Look, I"m still alive and kicking.” 

“I"m glad that you"re smiling. It"s funny to you, isn't it? 
That the bullet missed your heart and somehow managed to 
lodge itself into flesh without harming any of your major 
organs. It"s funny, really, that you almost fuckin" died! ” 
“Hey... Chris... hey, now. Come here,” Jarod said softly 
when Chris"s face reddened in anger and sorrow, his eyes 
suddenly suspiciously bright. 

Chris looked at Jarod before walking swiftly to his side. 
“What?” 

“Gimme a hug, babe.” 

“But your injury—” 

“I could have died,” Jarod reminded him, his eyebrow 
arched. 

“Bastard. Play the death card, why don"t you.” Chris 

leaned closer before he embraced Jarod, letting his head fall 
on Jarod"s shoulder. 
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Jarod hugged Chris tightly. “I"m okay. You"re okay. 

That's all that matters.” He pushed Chris slightly away, to 
protests. “I need you to go and eat, Chris.” Putting a finger 
on Chris's lips to silence him before Chris could say a word, 
he added, “Plus, you need a bath. Seriously, | love you, but 
you reek, man.” 

“Well, thanks for that, really. | take care of you through 

the night, and this is the thanks | get....” Chris paused and 
said, almost in wonder, his eyes widening. “You /ove me?” 
Jarod smiled. “I do. Now go bathe.” 

Chris smiled back. “Yeah, whatever, jerk. | will be back 
here to kick your ass later.” 

“| never had any doubt that you would,” Jarod replied. 

As he watched Chris walk to the adjoined bathroom, a small 
part of him was disappointed Chris didn"t say the three 
words back to him. 
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Chapter 12 


CHRIS e-mailed the information he had collated to Jim 
before his boss could contact him again for updates. It was 
something he struggled with for days, especially after the 
incident at the restaurant. It was with conflicted feelings and 
trepidation that he sent evidence that made him feel guilty, 
for the first time since he became an FBI agent. Chris 
contemplated whether he should just pull out from the case, 
since he had compromised it. But something was holding 
him back from quitting. Chris had an uneasy feeling it was 
not something but someone. 

“Jarod, where do you think you"re going?” Chris half- 
shouted at Jarod, who was trying to get himself off the bed. 


“You're supposed to stay in bed for a few more days! 
Doctor's 


orders.” 

“Yeah, well, the doctor is a fuckin" quack! | feel just fine, 
Chris. How long do you want me to lie down here like a 
goddamn leek?” Jarod placed both feet on the ground before 
attempting to lift himself off the bed. 


“One. You hired the quack doctor so you know he"s no 


fuckin" quack. Two. If you can stand up and make your way 
to me without falling, | will strike bed rest off the list. Three. 
You"re more of an eggplant than a leek.” Chris stood stock 
still, leaning on the doorjamb, his arms crossed ina 
stubborn pose. 

“Wait, a what? Are you insinuating that eggplants are 

gay vegetables because they are purple?” 
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Chris only arched an eyebrow in response, waiting for 
Jarod to make the first move. 

“Fine, mother. | will get off this bed. Then you'll see.” 

Chris didn"t have to wait long. Jarod stubbornly took two 
steps toward him and stumbled on the third, his legs 
collapsing in a sprawl on the floor before Chris could reach 
him. 

“Don't say it,” Jarod hissed out as Chris helped him 

back to bed. 

“Not saying anything.” 


“You"re thinking it. Your thoughts are clearly 


broadcasted on your face,” Jarod said grumpily. 

Chris sighed. “Look, Jarod. I"m not going to let you out 

of this bed till the doctor says it"s okay. So don"t even try. 
Unless you want to fall on your damn ass again. You almost 
died, okay? Died. So, please. Just humor me before you try 
to take charge of your criminal organization in your bloody 
quest to get killed.” 

“I"m not trying to get killed, Chris,” Jarod said softly. 
“Whatever, Jarod. Mike will come over to talk to you 


later. So you can get your jollies over the updates he"s 
gonna 


give. And don"t even try to weasel Mike into letting you get 
back in the game. He"s with me on this. You can play 
Godfather when your body is ready.” 

“So you and Mike are buddies now? That's just 

wonderful. Fuck me.” 

“| would, baby, if you could just get out of bed. But 

seeing as you can't even do that....” Chris smirked at him. 
“Bite me.” 


“With pleasure. When you are a hundred percent 


recovered. That's a promise.” 
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“Wait, what?” Jarod said distractedly as Chris licked the 
lobe of his ear before swirling his tongue in the hollowed 
depths. Jarod groaned when Chris bit the fleshy part of his 
lobe. 

“| promise to give you whatever you want when you have 
recovered if you promise to be a good little patient now,” 
Chris whispered, blowing softly into Jarod"s ear. 

Jarod shuddered before muttering, “F-fine. Fine.” 
“Good.” Chris smiled widely at him. 

“WHO?” Jarod asked. 

“Moretti,” Mike replied. 

“And why the hell would Moretti be on my turf?” 

“Do you really want me to spell it out, Jarod? | told you 
not to fuck with his nephew. But no. You wouldn't listen.” 
“Yeah, shut up. | have had enough I-told-you-so"s 
today.” 


“Chris?” 


Jarod nodded. 

Mike laughed. “That is one scary sonofabitch you got 
there, Jarod. You know he warned me not to stress you out 
too much, before | came in here.” 

“He what?” 

“Uh huh. Warned me. The right hand man to a mafia 

boss. Now, | would have laughed, but I think he would have 
carried his threat out if | didn"t listen.” 

“Hmm. Back to the topic, Mike.” 

“Moretti cut a deal with Smith.” 

“So Giordano didn"t know about this?” 
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“Most likely not.” 

“You took care of Smith?” 

“Waiting for your go ahead.” 

“Get our men to Carson City. We are going to give Smith 

a friendly warning, since he dared to try to take me out.” 
“What about Moretti?” 


“Inform Giordano. And that if he doesn"t learn how to 


take control of his men, we might just start fighting them 
again.” 

“Well, damn, you"re gunning for blood. Giordano might 
just kill Moretti.” 

“I don"t give a rat"s ass about Moretti. No one messes 
with my family, Mike. He almost got us all good.” 

“You're doing it for Chris, aren"t you?” Mike smirked at 
him. 

“I care about the guy.” Jarod shrugged his shoulders. 
“Yeah right, care.” Mike snorted. “He"s your Achilles" 
heel.” 

“Get the job done, Mike. Think of it as a welcome-home 
present to me, when | finally get back.” 

“Yes, boss.” Mike saluted him before leaving the room. 
“Maybe he is my Achilles" heel. But | wouldn"t have it 
any other way,” Jarod muttered softly to himself. 
THOUGHTS of Jarod filtered through Chris"s mind. Jarod 
with his soft jet-black hair Chris loved to run his fingers 
through. Jarod with his cold grey eyes that turned to warm 


pools of mercury when he laughed. Jarod with the tall 


stature, broad shoulders, and lean muscled thighs that 
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made Chris feel protected, every time the man took Chris in 
his arms. And Chris didn"t even need protection. He knew 
ninety-nine ways to kill a man... painfully, slowly. But 
Jarod... Jarod reduced him to acting a damsel-in-distress 
role he did not mind, not in the least. 

Chris was tired of pretending to be someone he wasn't. 
Not that he was doing much pretending, lately. He didn"t 
know what was real and what wasn"t anymore. He was no 
longer fit for duty. Typing an e-mail to Jim, he made 
arrangements to meet up with his boss for the final time. 
And hopefully, Jim would let him go without a fight. 

“HEY, Mike, remember how you asked me to follow boss"s 
man around. Well—” 

“Damn, | forgot to tell you to stop. Must be all the stress 
of the job, and shit.” Mike chuckled. 

“Um, | don"t know how to say this.” 


“Say what, Dave?” Mike heard the somber note in Dave"s 


voice and was instantly alarmed. 

“He"s, um, talking with a high profile agent in the FBI, 
Mike.” 

“What? Like right now?” 

“I"m looking at them as we speak.” 

“How do you know the guy"s an agent?” 

“Remember our leak from two years ago?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, this is his boss. | recognize him, had the guy 
checked out then. Name's Jim Stevenson. This guy is not 
just a Special Agent, Mike. He has a corner office.” 
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“Shit.” 

“If you don"t know, I"m guessing that boss don"t know, 
either.” 

“No. This is all manners of fucked out, Dave.” 

“Are you going to tell him?” 

“I don"t know. | need you to keep this to yourself for 


now, Okay?” 


“Sure, Mike. What are you going to do?” 

“I"m going to have a chat with the little mistress.” 

“DO YOU even remember why you"re in the FBI in the first 
place, Chris?” 

Chris sighed when Jim"s gritty voice greeted him in 

place of hello on the phone. “You changed your number.” 
“I didn't know how this conversation would go.” 

Chris nodded even though Jim could not see his 

gesture. “So, | take it you"ve received my letter of 
resignation.” 

“You didn"t answer my question.” 

Jim knew why Chris had changed careers, from one 

that was his childhood dream to another that placed his life 
at risk, twenty-four hours a day. “I remember.” 

“And you still want to quit?” 

“Jarod wasn't responsible for Father Marcus"s death.” 
“Oh, it"s Jarod now. Funny how a year with a guy makes 
you his bitch. Greene that good in bed?” Jim asked 
sardonically. 
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Chris bit hard on the inside of his cheek, choosing to 
remain silent when obscene words threatened to spill out of 
his mouth. 

“Chris?” 

“You had no right to say that Jim, no right.” 

“Even when I"m right?” 

“You don"t know what goes on between me and Jarod, 

so kindly just shut the fuck up okay.” A headache was 
beginning to form and Chris started pinching his temple to 
relieve the tension. 

“You can't just quit because of one fuckin" criminal who 
was responsible—“ 

“Father Marcus died because he was caught in a gang 
showdown. Jarod didn"t pull the trigger.” Chris gritted out. 
“No, but the Greene clan was involved. You going to let 

it go, after all these years?” 

“That happened when his father was in charge.” 


“And Father Marcus was just buying groceries, 


including your favorite brand of cereal, because he knew 
you 


were coming over to visit him.” 
“You bastard.” Chris"s eyes started to tear at the 
thought. “I can"t, okay, Jim. | can"t.” And Chris really 


couldn"t. He had paid a visit to Father Marcus"s grave 
before 


meeting up with Jim. One thing the priest had taught him, 
which he was only starting to learn now, was to forgive. He 


never should have made a career choice out of a need to 
get 


revenge. 
“How much of the information did you omit, Chris?” Jim 
asked shrewdly. 

“Get another man in, Jim. I"m out.” 
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There was a pause before Jim spoke quietly, regret 
lacing his tone. “You were one of our best.” 

“I"m sorry, Jim. | can"t do the job anymore.” 


“I want your badge and gun in by tomorrow.” 


Chris sighed in relief. “That's it?” 

“This conversation never happened, Chris, you hear me? 

| got your letter and | accepted your resignation.” 
“Understood, boss,” Chris replied. 

“As of five hours ago, | was no longer your boss.” 

“pom 

“Take care, Chris.” 

“Bye, Jim.” The overwhelming sense of remorse flooding 

his chest made Chris end the call before Jim could properly 
articulate his goodbye. He didn"t want to hear the 
disappointment in his mentor"s voice. He had made the 
decision, and it was time he dealt with the consequence of it 
all. 
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Chapter 13 

CHRIS walked out of the cafe to see Mike leaning on his car, 
his stance seemingly nonchalant. But Chris could see the 
outline of a gun underneath Mike"s jacket. One wrong move 


and he would be dead. 


“Hey, Mike, what are you doing here?” Chris forced a 
smile. 

“Don"t.” 

“Don"t what?” 

“Don't act stupid, Chris. Or | really will blow your guts 
out, right on this street.” 

Chris stiffened. “What is stopping you?” 

“I want to hear what you have to say.” 

“What does it matter, Mike? I"m guessing you know who 
| just met and who | am.” 

“You"re not just an FBI IT intern, that much I know. So 
get in the car, nice and easy, Chris.” 

“And what if | don"t?” 

“Then Jim might just get his brains blown out when he 
walks out of the café.” 

“Fuck you, Mike.” 

“In the car, Chris.” 

“Fine.” Chris got into the car, slamming the door shut. 
“Where are we headed?” 


“Just drive, Chris. | will tell you when to stop,” Mike 


said, stepping into the vehicle before closing the door, his 
eye 
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on Chris the whole time. “And my men are still at the cafe. 
So don"t even try to jump out of the vehicle.” 

Chris grunted. He really should have been more careful, 
but lately he had been lax, and now he was fucked. “l 


thought your men stopped following me.” His glance 
flickered 


to the gun Mike had trained on him before focusing on the 
road ahead. “Where are we going, Mike?” 

“Just go straight. Apparently | forgot to give the order. 

You have been careless.” There was a reproving tone to 
Mike"s voice, almost as if Mike was disappointed in him. 
Chris would have laughed, but he figured it was better not 
to, especially when there was a bullet with his name on it. 
“Tell me about it. | should have just stuck to e-mails.” 

He kept on driving, both hands on the wheel when they 
neared a junction. 


“Turn left ahead.” 


Chris nodded, taking note of the sparse houses along 

the road. When there were no more houses in sight, Mike 
spoke up, interrupting the stretched silence in the car. 
“In front... okay, stop right here, Chris, and park over 
there.” Mike pointed to a clearing in the trees. 

“You going to ditch me in the woods, Mike?” 

“Don"t tempt me, Chris.” Mike looked at him, and Chris 
could see in Mike"s eyes he was serious. 

“So tell me. Who exactly are you, and what have you got 
on Jarod, so far? And don"t give me no bullshit, Chris. Or | 
will just shoot you right now. And Jarod wouldn't even know 
a thing.” 

“Oh, really? See, | don"t think you will kill me, Mike.” 
Chris turned to look at Mike. 

“And why the hell not?” 
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“Jarod would ask questions. He will find out, you know.” 
“He will also find out that you betrayed him.” 


“So just kill me, Mike. What's up with the questioning?” 


Chris said drily. 

“I want to know what | gotta do before the Feds drag 

Jarod and the rest of the clan into jail.” 

“You don"t have to do squat, Mike. | quit the 
investigation.” 

“You what?” Mike"s eyes widened in surprise. 

“You just saw me hand in my resignation letter to the 
boss. | quit, okay?” 

“And I"m supposed to believe you?” 

“You can believe whatever you want. | don"t give a 
damn.” Chris pulled the door handle, one foot stepping out 
of the car. 

“Move and | will kill you, Chris.” 

“Go ahead, Mike. But before you do—don'"t tell Jarod, 
okay? About me and everything else.” 

“Why shouldn"t I tell him about how you"re a fuckin" 
traitor?” 

“Because I"m not. The Feds have got nothing concrete 
from me, Mike. But they won"t stop. So just tell Jarod to be 


careful, okay?” Chris moved out of the car, wanting to get 


away from it all. 

“So, what? You"re just going to leave now?” Mike 

shouted from behind him. 

“Lam.” 

“I will shoot you, Chris.” 

“Go ahead, Mike. I"m done.” Chris continued walking, 
never turning back. 
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A shot rang out in the woods seconds later. 

JAROD was furious. Chris had been missing for half a year, 
and his men had found nothing of import. It was as if Chris 
had disappeared off the face of the planet. “Dammit, Chris! 
Where the hell are you?” Jarod threw his glass at the door 
and watched in satisfaction as it broke into smithereens. 
“Well, aren"t you in a good mood today.” Mike entered 

the room, his hand on the doorknob as he examined the 
door before closing it behind him. 

“What do you want, Mike?” Jarod"s nose flared as he 


tried to hold back his temper. 


“Don"t kill the messenger, boss.” 

“What have you got for me, Mike?” 

“Smith is calling uncle.” 

“He is? Of course. That was expected.” Jarod smiled for 

the first time that day. 

“So we gonna work out a deal with him?” 

Jarod shrugged. “I wasn"t really interested in his turf. 

He just needed to know not to sniff around what is mine. So 
tell him the next time he tries to sink his claws into LA, | 
won't just take over his district. | will make sure him and his 
family will regret he ever thought of the dumb idea in the 
first place.” 

“I"m thinking that, yes, he got that message already, 

Jarod. What with him blubbering in cold sweat when our 
men finally got him.” 

“Good.” 

“We gonna let him live?” 
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“I"m in a good mood.” Jarod smiled, but his eyes 


remained cold. 

“Okay then. What about all the areas we took over?” 
“Give them to our men who deserved it. They will be 
part of the Greene clan, now.” 

“We gonna take over his other areas?” 

“Nah. Just leave them be.” 

“Okay, boss. | will take my leave now.” 

“Wait, Mike.” 

“Yes?” 

“Found anything on Chris?” 

There was a telling pause before Mike answered. “You 
sure you want to find him, Jarod?” 

Jarod looked at Mike intently. “What is it that you"re not 
telling me, Mike? What have you been hiding, all these 
months? Please tell me you did not kill him.” Jarod gripped 
the armrest of his chair, his body tensed. 

“Why? You going to kill me if | said | did?” 

“Don"t, Mike. Did you kill him?” Jarod"s heart clenched 
at the thought of Chris being dead. And /f Mike really did 


have his lover killed, Jarod would be forced to do something 


he never had contemplated. Punishing a trusted friend. 
“Look, Jarod, maybe it"s time you let Chris go. Maybe he 
doesn"t want to be found.” 

Jarod breathed a sigh of relief mentally. “I don"t give a 
rat's ass what Chris wants. What / want is for him to be by 
my side.” 

“Even if he was a Fed, ordered to bring you in?” 

Jarod closed his eyes and breathed in before looking at 
Mike and replying, “Even then.” 
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“Fuck. You knew. You knew he was a Fed? What the 

hell, Jarod? And you allowed him to get close to you? What— 
“And apparently you knew too,” Jarod said quietly. “Why 
didn"t you tell me?” 

“Maybe I didn"t want you to get hurt.” 

“Hah. Sentimentality. Who knew we had it in us, huh?” 
Jarod laughed. 


“Not funny, Jarod. How long have you known?” 


r 


“Not soon enough before | fell in love with the guy.’ 
“Now you admit your gay love for his ass. Nice.” 
“So tell me, Mike, where is he?” 

“You're not gonna back off on this, are you?” 

Jarod smirked. 

“Fine. Our men sniffed something in Saskatchewan.” 
“Sas-what?” 

“Saskatchewan. Canada.” 
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Chapter 14 

JAROD watched as Chris walked toward the parking lot of 


the school compound. The clothes he was wearing hung a 
bit 


too loosely for Jarod"s taste. Chris looked tired, but that 
could just be the side effect of being a teacher in a high 
school. Jarod wanted Chris to miss him, but he didn"t want 
Chris to be in poor health because of it. Despite looking a bit 
worse for the wear, Chris was still the most beautiful thing 


he had seen in months. Jarod felt his breath catch as Chris 


smiled at someone. His eyes started to prickle, and Jarod 
realized he was about to cry at the sight of his ex-lover 
smiling. How the mighty had fallen. 

“Boss?” Lee looked at him through the rear view mirror. 
“Wait here, Lee.” Jarod shook his head, clearing his 
thoughts before stepping out of the car, his eyes still on 
Chris as the man in question spoke to two of his students 
who had intercepted him on his way to his car. Jarod saw 
Chris"s eyes widen as he caught sight of Jarod striding 
toward him. The next thing he knew, Chris ran. 

“Fuck,” Jarod muttered to himself as he chased after 
Chris. “Dammit, Chris! Stop!” 

Chris reached his car and was opening the door just as 
Jarod reached his side. Jarod slammed the door of the car 
hard, the sound reverberating in the parking lot. “Fuck, 
Chris!” 

Chris sighed heavily before meeting Jarod"s eyes. “Hello, 
Jarod.” 
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“That's it? Hello?” Jarod asked, exasperated. 
“No. Could you try not to kill me here, so my students 


won't be traumatized?” Chris said, his eyes flickering 
toward 


the group of students, who were still watching them. 
“Why would I kill you?” Jarod frowned. 

“Jarod.... You know. I"m assuming Mike told you.” 

“He didn"t have to tell me, Chris. | knew.” 

Chris looked like he had been punched in the gut at 

that revelation. “You knew?” 

“Yes, | did. It was funny really, considering how | figured 
that you probably wanted the same laptop as me so that | 
wouldn"t notice it went missing when you hacked into it. You 
did hack it, right?” 

Chris started to fidget slightly before crossing his arms. 
“Guilty. And?” 

“I took the wrong laptop to work one day, and guess 
what?” 

“Shit.” Comprehension dawned in Chris's eyes. 


“Your laptop was locked up tight. Tighter than a virgin"s 


ass. And it made me wonder what you were hiding.” 
Chris snorted. “Didn"t like what you found, did you.” 
“No... but | got past it.” Jarod continued to stare at the 
man who had captivated him from day one. The man who 
was now trying to hide the impact Jarod"s sudden 
appearance had on him. Despite the nonchalant posture 
Chris adopted, he was anything but indifferent, with his 
Slightly clenched fists and taut shoulders. 

“Yeah, well, whatever. So you know | lied to you. Why 

are you really here, Jarod?” 

“To bring you back,” Jarod said firmly. 
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“To bring me back? Are you nuts? | betrayed you.” 

“No, you didn't. It might have started that way. But | 
know that you didn"t pass what you knew to your boss. At 
least not all of it. If you had, | would be in jail by now.” 
Chris remained silent. 

“Come home with me, Chris.” 


“What we had was based on a lie, Jarod. I"m not that 


Chris you knew.” 

“You're not that Chris who likes sweet pastries? And 

wakes up grumpy in the morning when you haven't drunk 
your coffee. Or the Chris who gives me a hard time when he 
thinks I"m not taking care of myself. You"re not that Chris?” 
“Jarod... don"t,” Chris said tiredly as he leaned against 

the car, his posture defeated. 

“Why not?” 

“We are not... we wouldn't work out.” 

“We haven"t even tried, Chris. Give us a chance.” 

“I did. It didn"t work out.” 

“That"s because you ran off without leaving a forwarding 
address. And to another country! Do you know how hard it 
was to track you down? | would have been here sooner if—” 
“You looked for me?” 

“Of course | did.” 

“Because you wanted to kill me?” Chris asked, half in 

jest. 

“Oh, for fuck"s sake! If | wanted you dead, you wouldn"t 


be standing here talking to me.” 


“That"s good to know. So why did you look for me?” 
“You know the answer, and | think you always have.” 
“Jarod....” 

The Godfather’s Lover | Ann T. Ryan 

94 

“Chris.” 

“I still don"t like your job description.” 

“But you still like me?” Jarod smiled tentatively at 

Chris. 

“Yeah, seems like I"m a sucker for a handsome man with 
grey eyes.” 

“Will you come home with me?” Jarod moved closer to 
Chris, trapping him against the car. 

“And if | say no?” 

“I will stay here for awhile and wear you down. You 

know | will,” Jarod promised. 

“| have a job here.” 

“We'll work it out.” Jarod leaned in, inhaling Chris"s 
scent before kissing him on the lips. Softly, licking the lower 


lip, parting them before reintroducing himself to the taste 


that was uniquely Chris. It was a few more moments before 
the lack of oxygen meant that he had to release Chris. That, 
and the cheers which came from the students who were still 
watching them. “Fuck, but | missed that,” Jarod whispered, 
resting his forehead on Chris"s. 

“I missed you,” Chris admitted. 

“Good.” 

“Good?” 

“This means that we have a chance.” 

Chris smiled, and the brightness of his smile made 

Jarod feel all warm and fuzzy on the inside. “Let's talk this 
out. But not here.” Chris"s eyes glanced to the side. 

“Oh yeah, your students? | hope you"re out. Not that it 
matters. | would still claim you as mine.” 

“My, my, aren"t you the alpha male,” Chris snorted. 
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Jarod shifted even closer, grinding his hard-on against 
Chris"s equally stiff cock. “We better take this elsewhere 


before | fuck you right against the car, Teach.” 


“Damn,” Chris muttered as he unconsciously moved his 
hips. 

“That is not helping, baby.” 

“My apartment. Now,” Chris said, his tone urgent. 

Jarod turned to wave to Lee, watching as his 


bodyguard/chauffeur drove off. “Let"s go.” Jarod moved 
away 


from Chris reluctantly, walking over to the other side before 
slipping himself into the car. 

Chris seated himself, turning on the ignition before 

looking at Jarod. “Where do we go from here, Jarod?” 

Jarod shrugged. “Nowhere. Everywhere. Wherever it is, 
we'll do it together.” Jarod reached over to squeeze Chris"s 
hand. As Chris nodded and squeezed his hand right back, 
Jarod felt the fist around his heart loosen, and for the first 
time since Chris left him, he knew that everything was going 
to be alright. 

He had Chris now. And he was never letting go. 
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